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•s*  Advertifement.  *  The  Fatal  Miftakej  Or,  Plot  SpoiVd  2  ANm 
Flay  ^  Written  by  Jofeph  Haines> 

I 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

CH ARLE 

Esirl  of  DORSET  and  MIDDLESEX. 

Lord  Chamberlain  of  His  Majelly’s  Houftioid> 

And  Knight  of  the  Moft  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  &c. 

Mr  LORD, 

HIS  little  Olf-fpring  of  my  early  Mufe  was 
firft  Submitted  to  Your  Lordfliip’s  Judgment, 
Whether  it  ftiou’d  be  Stifled  in  the  Birth,  or  Pre- 
ferv’d  to  try  it5  Fortune  in  the  World  j  And  fince 
’tis  from  Your  Sentence  it  has  ventur’d  thus  far,  it 
now  Claims  a  fort  of  Title  to  Your  Lordlhips  Pro¬ 
tection,  which  it  cou’d  not  have  the  leafl:  pretence 
to  from  its  own  Merit  5  But  ’tis  Your  Lordlhips 
character  to  Encourage  all  great  Attempts,  though 
Unfuccefsful :  This  was  indeed  a  Bold  one  for  a 
Wqman  at  my  Years,  but  I  wou’d  not  offer  my 
little  Experience,  as  a  reafon  to  be  Pardon’d  for  not 
acquitting  my  felf  well,  (for  I  think  the  Incapacity 
of  producing  any  thing  better,  a  very  ill  Excufe 
for  expofing  a  Foolilh  Thing)  if  the  fame  inconfi- 
dering  Youth  might  not  excufe  the  ralhnefs  of  the 
Undertaking  3  And  I  fhall  be  much  lefs  Pardonable, 
if  the  next  I  bring  upon  the  Stage  has  not  a  better 
Title  to  the  Favour  of  the  Town.  This  feems  to 
promife  another  attempt,  which  fiiou’d  not  be  ex¬ 
pected  from  one  who  Conceals  her  Name,  to  ftiun 
that  of  Poctrefs.  I  wilh  I  cou’d  feparate  them  here, 
for  then  I  fhou’d  be  proud  to  own  my  felf  to  the 
W orld,  with  all  RefpeCt, 

My  Lord, 

rcur  LorJjhifs  moft  Obliged, 

and  7?2o(i  humble  Servant, 


T  O  T  H  E 


H  O  R 


O  F 


Agnes  de  Caftro. 

♦ 

?  ^  j  -  i 

ORinda,  avd  the  Fair  Aftrea  gone. 

Not  one  was  found  to  filFthe  Vacant  Throne ; 
Afpiring  Man  had  quite  regaidd  the  Sway, 

Again  had  Taught  m  humbly  to  Obey  j 

Till  you  (Natures  third  Jiart,  in  favour  of  our  Kind) 

With  fironger  Arms,  their  Empire  have  dis]oynd. 

And  fnatcht  a  Lawrel  which  they  thought  their  Prize, 
Thus  Conquror,  with  your  Wit,  as  with  your  Eyes. 
Fired  by  the  bold  Example,  I  would  try 
To  turn  our  Sexes  weaker  Defliny. 

0  !  How  I  long  in  the  Poetick,  Race, 

To  loofe  the  Reins,  and  give  their  Glory  Chafe  5 
For  thm  Encoura^d,  and  thus  led  by  you, 

Methinky  we  might  time  Crowns  than  theirs  Subdue,. 


Dela  Manley. 


A  PROLOGUE;  Written  by  Mr, 

Wycherly  dt  the  Authors  requejl :  2)^^ 
jignd  to  he  Spoke, 

LAdies,  aad  Gallants,  you  we  hope  to  End 

To  her,  who  brings  you  now  together,  kinc 
*  That  you  will  to  your  pleafing  her  confent, 

4  Not  out  of  your  own  Nicety  prevent, 

But  to  fpight  her,  your  own  dlvertirement  ^ 

And  will  not  your  Difpleafure  to  her  fliow, 

Who  your  fcorn  Ventures,  but  to  pleafure  you. 

Nay,  her  own  pleafure  does  for  yours  forego  y 
And  like  the  Pregnant  of  her  Sex,  to  gain, 

But  for  you^'^pleafure,  more  Dilgrace  and  Pain  ^ 

W'ho,  but  becaufe  (he’d  do  you,  a  good  Turn, 
unask’d,  unfu’d  to,  may  become  your  fcorn  ; 

But  you,  the  Men  of  Honour,  or  of  Wit, 

To  fet  yours  to  a  Woman  can’t  think  fit : 

And  Ladies^  as  neceflitous  of  Fame, 

Ne’er  raife  your  Credit,  by  another’s  fhame, 

Cenfuring  others,  to  ’Rape  others  blame  *, 

And  Gallants  -  as  y’are  Men  of  Honour,  you. 

Will  ne’er  fpeak  ill,  of  her  you  do  not  know  y 
The  more  Ihe  ftrives,  to  give  you  Pleafure  tooy 
-  W'hich  is  moft often,  (as  we  Women  find,) 

The  foie  caufe,  you  prove  to  us  but  lefs  kind  ; 

As  well-bred  Beaux  s  with  Noife  too,  ne’er  think 
To  filence  on  the  Stage,  as  in  the  Pit, 

Another's  Senfe,  to  hide  your  want  of  Wit  5 
But  Beaux’s  and  wits,  1  pray  be  filent  now. 

And  hear  without  Noife,  nay  with  Patience  too, 

Our  Female  wit,  if  you’d  have  her  hear  you  ; 

Efpecially,  fince  your  own  talking  does 
Your  Pleafure  interupr,  your  Senfe  Expofe, 

Whilfl:  Silence  good  Senfe,  and  good  Breeding  fiiowsy  . 

Aird  each  Man’s  manners,  Honour,  Wit  appear. 

More,  as  he’s  lefs  a  Woman’s  Cenfurer, 

Then  Cenfures,  which  wou’d  fpoil  your  fport  forbear  3 
Think  not  the  Ladies  Wit,  or  Honour  lefs, 

Becaufe  fhe  feeks  thofe  who  have  lefs  to  pleafe  j 
Let  not  her  Aim,  to  pleafe  the  Publick  now, 

Defign’d  her  Credit,  but  your  Scandal  grow, 

JVlake  not  her  proffer’d  favour,  her  Difgrace, 

Nay,  though  it  fhouM  not  pleafe,  th’Intention  praifCg 
’Tis  merit  only,  to  defire  to  pleafe ; 

Then  be  not,  as  Poor  Women  often  find, 

Lefs  kind  to  her,  becaufe  file’s  more  inclin’d, 

Ac  venture  of  her  Fame,  to  pleafe  Mankind, 

PRO- 


V  R  O  L  O  G  U 

Spoken  by  Mr.  'Pow//. 


HO  TV  Jlr angel j  times  are  Chang  d?  Vth'  latter  Age 
Frologue.  vrere  frejh  Complaints  of  Critick  Rage  : 
Bat  norr,  if  one  hitts,  yon  Jlraight  Decree 
To  ..prop  a  Rival  Mafes  Halting  Poetry  : 

Cotid  H  hut  gain  the  Crutches  of  your  Favour, 

This  Tragedy  might  walk  fix  days  together. 

To  day,  t* incite  your  Charity  the  more, 

A  Female  Author  does  your  Smiles  implore  ; 

'Hot  hut  I  fear,  ^tis  now  a  thing  uncommon. 

For  Men  of  Wit  to  raife  a  falling  lVo?nan  ! 

Wh)  fhofdd  vain  Man  the  Gift  of  Senfe  engrojs  > 

Since  Worn  ads  Wit  was  never  at  a  lojs  > 

Husbands  to  Wives  their  Who^'ing  mu  [I  Reveal, 

(For  Unfed  Pafiions  will  expell  their  Meal) 

But  Womens  Wits  with  Eafe  their  Roving  Love  conceal. 
And  Faith  in  fpight  of  all  the  Hen-Peckt  Fools  can  do, 
Theyve  oft  the  Breeches  worn,  why  not  the  Lawrcl  too! 
Therefore  to  thofe  of  undifputed  Senfe, 

Our  Poetefs  reftgns  her  Plays  Defence. 

•  Confeious  of  her  Faults  fhe  flies  to  you. 

To  fave  her  from  the  Jh ought lefs  Damning  Crew. 

.She’s  Dead,  ifTrydhy  flri^  Poetick  L'lws ; 

But  Men  cf  Honour  cadt  rtfufe  a  Womans  Caufe, 

.Do  you,  the  props  of  Wit,  hut  feem  f  approve. 

She  cannot  fear  their  Thunder  from  above 
The  Top  miifi  jlir  if  the  Foundation  move. 


r  1  L  u  u  u 

spoke  by  Mrs.  Verbruggen  in  Mens  Cloaths. 

•  "1 

K Knowing  that  K^iavcs  and  Fools  are  grown  fo  plenty.,  ^  {twenty^ 

That  PFife  or  "^njl  are  fear ce  found  •••"-for  Fftmefak^i  JT*//  allow  9i7i  one  in 
That  few  the  Merits  of  a  Caufe  can  weighs 
And  thofe  who  judge  aright y 
By  hate  or  favour  Praife  or  Damn  a  Playy 
That  much  depends  upon  a  Poets  fame. 

Ours  a  New  Author  and  without  a  Name. 

It  came  into  my  Charitable  mindy 
To  tryy  if  thus  accouter'd,  1  could  find 
The  way  to  make  you,  right  or  wrongy  be  kind. 

A  white  curl'd  H^igy  with  all  the  drejjing  Arts,. 

Mu  ft  needs  engage  the  Ladies  tender  Hearts  i 
And  for  the  Men 

Petticoats  feem  the  properefl  bait  no  doubt  J 
Tet  you  mpjl  own  you  like  us  beft  without  5 
But  if  that  J eft's  too  weak,  to  catch  your  Grace j 
TVith  a  cccl(d  Hat  and  a  pern  hlupring  FacCy 
I'll  try  to  Bully  you  into  good  Naturcy 
And  bid  depance  to  your  Coward  Satyr  ; 

That  mean’y  wolf'd  a  iVomans  ffrength  opp.ofe, 
iVou'd  Pad  put  on  your  Courage  with  your  Cloaths*  * 

I  fear  thefe  BreecheSy  Sword,  and  Manly  fhew 
Ev'ry  way  promife  more  than  1  can  do ; 

J  find  my  Female  Heart  begins  to  faij 
And  now  coil'd  condejeend  {if  'twoud prevaM  ) 

To  beg  your  Fetes  but  what  can  that  avail. 

After  thefe  hragi  'twould  make  you  hut  dejpife  mCy 
For  your  own  Interefi  than  let  me  advifo  ye,  • 

Doom  not  our  Author  s  firfi  Effay  to  f ally 
For  fear  her  Eyes  revenge  it  on  you  all. 

For  heark.  ycy  among  Friends-—-—  ‘'tis  whijperd  here  ■■e 
Our  Poetefs  is  Virtuous y^Toungy  and  Fait  I 
But  that  firfi  Epithet  I  mufl  leave  cuty 
^Twillpleafe  but  very  few  of  .yoUy  I  doubt* 

Then  let  it  pafs  ;  Tet  Jure  not  nam'd  in  vain^  . 

For  Virtue  mufi  that jfhining  Circle  gain  j 
Her  other  Charms  may  captivate  the  refly 
Each  fancying  her  what  form  yooti'd  pleafe  him  lefi* 

But  flay,  I  fcarjhij  airy  bribe  worst  movOyi^ 

Tou  are  not  made  for  dull  Platonick  Love. 

Welly  we  may  hope  in  time  fhe'll  more  difclofcy 
That's  if  you- like  what  here  at  firfi  Jke  (howu.> 

Applaud. her  theUy  for'  Cutiofjtyy 
She  only  fculkp  to  he  from  Cen fur  e  free  \ 

Admire  her  flrength  of  Judgment y  praife  her  WsN  ? 

And  croud  each  Night  the  Boxes  and  the  Pit : 

Pufftup  with  btr  Juccefsy  Jhell  foon  appear y  , 

And  lay  afide  her  Modefiy  and  Pear, 

Which  Women  oft  have  parted' with  for  yoUyi  . 

But  to  dear  Vanity  they  re-  always  true%.^  . 
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E  :  N  E, 

Talace  ef  Goimbra  in  Portugal 


nes  de 


ACT  I.  SCENE.  I. 


Enter  Elvira^  and  Bianca  with  a  Taper  in  her  Hand, 


Elvira, 


This  was  a  lucky  accident,  Bianca ; 

It  will  be  noble  Mifchief. 

Bianca.  I  long  to  know  the  ilTu^ 

Elv,  It  mull  be  good  :  That  Poifbn  Jealoufie#  \- 
Deftroys  the  ftrongeft  Bonds  of  Blood,  or  Friendlbip 
Conftanua  cannot  think  the  Prince  loves  Jgnes^ 

But  Ihe  muft  hate,  and  treat  her  as  a  Rival ; 

Or'cou’d  Ihe  be  fb  tame  to  keep  her  here, 

Diftruft,  and  coldnefe,  Rival-fhip  will  breed. 

Which  Jgnes  is  too  haughty  to  endure. 

And  though  not  lent,  will  fbon  return  to  Spain. 

Btanca.  Thk  will  be  pleafing  news  to  all  the  Ladies, 

Who  envy  her  the  Princefles  Affedion. 

Elv.  Was  it  not  an  Affront  to  all  the  Court, 

To  bring  her  here  as  in  defiance  to  us ; 

As  if  ihe  thought  none  of  us  worth  her  Love, 

Not  one  in  Tortugal  for  her  Converfe, 

Bianca.  Their  being  bred  from  Infancy  together. 

Might  make  it  difficult  to  feparate  j 
'And  then  their  near  Relation.  ^  ^ 

Eh).  A  Princefs/^ null  have  none  \  ^ ^ 

She  came  to  wear  the  Crown  of  Portugal, 

And  then,  fhoii’d  have  renounc’d  all  other  Claims : 

She  ’as  now,  new  Friends,  new  Country,  new  Relations, 
And  Ihou’d  forget  the  Old ;  not  be  a  Spaniard  here. 

Bianca.  Thele  lines  will  make  her  wifli  Ihe  had  forgot  ’em. 
Methinks  I  pity  her. 

w  B 


4 
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Elv.  Al! 


2“^  ^  Agne^  de  Capo. 

‘Elvi  All  that  can  contribute  to  Plague  the  Prince 
Is  grateful  to  niy  Thoughts :  I  know  his  temper  j 
The  Princeffes  regrets  will  mofi:  torment  him; 

And  then  to  lofe  his  Miftrefi ;  fliall  I  fee 
The  fiithlefi  Tray tofj  who  abandon’d  me, 

Punifh’d  in  the  fame  kind,  Lofe  her  he  Loves ; 

That,  that’s  the  pleafii:^  part. 

Blanca,  Not  all  you  e’re  Contriv’d,  or  Wifh’d  to  hap| 
Cou’d  more  effectually  have  puni fil’d  both : 

Fortune  indeed  has  laid  a  brave  Foundation, 

Whereon  to  Build,  what  Hate  can  make  you  aim  at. 

Elv,  B^t  I  mufi:  raife  the  Structure,  and  I’ll  dot. 

With  fb  much  Care,  with  fb  much  Artful  Strength, 

Not  all^eir  force  and  cunning  fiiall  deftroy  it ;  ^  0, 

Revenge  is  JufHce,  Born  in  Noble  Souls  * 

^Twas  fome  mean  Spirited  Fool  that-firft  taught  Patience 
Weak  Cowardice,  that  Preach’d  up  dull  Forgivenefi,^ 
And' call'd  the  lafie  Impotence,  a  Virtue. 

Blanca-  ’Tis  Vice  to  leave  liich  Injuries  unpunifh’d.  j 
"Twouldmake  all  Men  be  FaithlelFas  the  Prince, 

If  Women  boie  their  Wrongs  without  return. 

Ye  Gods !  Was  I  a  Trifle  to  be  plaid  witli. 

Fit  but  to  entertain  his  leilure  hours ; 

But  I’ve  recall’d  the  Heart  he  Fool’d  away  j 
And  now  ’tis  fill’d  with  Fury  and  Revenge, 

Ms’ll  find  Elvira  can  do  more,  ,  more,  than  amufe  Iiihi5„ 

Bianca,  Madam,  What  method  in  this  great  defign 
Will  your  juft  Anger  take  ?* 

Elv,  Blanca  ^  I  have  found’  thee  Faithful, 

And' may  have  need  of  thee. 

Bi,inca,  Madam,  Did  not  my  Inclination  tie  mcj 
four  Bounty  has  engag’d  me  to  your  Service*. 

Elv.  Be  confident  ci*  what  I  can  do  for  you 
Hi  know  Antonio  fain  wou’d  Marry  you. 

But  that  his  Friends  oppofe  it. 

3111  make  your  Fortune  fit  for  fuch  a  Match, 

Which  Love,  or  your  Ambition,  makes  you  Covet. 

Bianca.  Let  your  Commands  be  ne’er>  fb  hazardous^ 

3.  will  not  fail  t’Obey  you* 

Elv.  I  can’t  refblve  on  what  I  have  to  do. 

Till  1  fhall  know  the  Princeffes  Refentments  s 
She’s  wifliing  with  impatience  for  your  comings 
Ibnd  of  difoov’ring  what  file’ll  grieve  to  find 
Be  fore  foem  not  to  know  what’s  in  the  Paper. 

Bianca.  By  no  means.  Madam. 

Elv.  VW  xo  my  Brother; 

And'  tell  him  of  the  Prince’s  Love  to  2 
M  kaow.  hiS'  bouadkfi.  Rage  and  Ji^alpufie 


Agnes  de  Caflre.  3 

Will  fbon  infpire  him  with  (bme  Refolution^ 

That  mull:  be  fatal  to  the  Prince,  or  Agnes  ^ 

For  bating  his  fond  Paffion  to  that  Maid, 

His  ev’ry  Thought  befpeaks  him  of  my  Blood. 

Bianca.  His  Favour  with  the  King  may  be  of 
The  Kingdom’s  rul’d  by  Don  Alvaro'sWiW. 

Elv.  His  Power  indeed  is  almoft  abfblute. 

And  if  he  be  my  Brother,  he’ll  improve  it  ; 

But  1  delay  \ 

rii  ftrike  with  Fortune  whllft  file’s  in  the  Humour  j 
She  ftiali  not  have  the  time  to  change  her  Mind, 

Follow  her  clofe,  and  ftie’il  be  always  kind  ; 

Too  proud  to  wait,  fh’  as  ever  fiiun’d  the  Wile,  . 

They  paufe  fo  long,  that  to  the  thoughtlefs  Fools  ihe  fifes.  fEx,  leTeraHjr* 

S  c  E  N  E  IL 

The  Trincefs*s  Apartment  *  The  Trincefs  fitting  in  a  MelaJJcholly  pojrure^ 

Agnes  entring  to  her. 

Trincefs.  My  Agnes !  Art  thou  come !  My  Souls  beft  Comfort, 

Thou  dear  Relief  to  my  opprefling  Cares; 

My  Griefs  have  loft  already  half  their  force. 

They  vanifii  at  thy  fight,  like  Mifts,  before  the  Sun. 

Agnes,  What  Mifts,  what  Clouds  are  theie,  o’refpread  your  Sou]  ? 
Which  do  like  thofe  that  wou’d  obfcure  the  Sun, 

Whilft  they  but  (eem  to  darken  the  bright  Mind, 

Caft  a  fad  Gloom  on  all  the  World  beneath. 

In  pity.  Madam,  then  Shine  out  to  chear  us. 

For  ail  muft  be  unhappy,  whilft  you  Grieve. 

Trincefs,  Ah!  Agnes^  ah!  The  Prince!  This  day  the  Prince 
Agnes,  Muft  leave  you  :  Is  that  your  caufe  of  Sadnels  ? 

He’ll  loon  return  with  Glory  and  Succefs. 

I  law  you,  Madam,  in  the  heat  of  Love, 

When  you  had  fcarcely  loft  the  mame  of  Bride, 

The  Prince  call’d  from  you  by  an  eager  Foe, 

Train’d  up  in  War,  refblv’d  for  Death,  or  Conqueft, 

I  faw  you  part  from  him  with  left  Defpair, 

Far  left  afflicfted  than  I  fee  you  now. 

Trincefs.  My  Secrets  all  are  thine  :  Forgive  me  Agnes 
That  I  have  hitherto  kept  this  conceal’d, 

And  let  it  prey  upon  my  Bleeding  Heart 
Till  it  is  e’en  devour’d  ;  but  take  it  now. 

I  fear  the  Prince, 

Whom  better  than  my  Life  thou  know’ll  I  love^ 

(Be  witncft  Heav’n  I  wou’d  to  make  him  bleft^ 

Refign  my  part  in  all  I  hold  moll  dear, 

B  z  Kay 
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Nay,  ev*nhimfelf,  if  I  were  Hire  he  wilhd  it) 

Oh  Friend !  This  Husband,  gives  me  not  his  Heart, 

And  much  1  fear,  fome  other  robs  me  of  it. 

j^gnes.  Cauflels  Sufpicions ;  can  the  Prince  alone, 

Negled  that  Virtue  which  Mankind  adores  ? 

Who  elfe  can  claim  the  Empire  of  his  Heart  ? 

More  by  their  Merit,  than  tneir  Marriage  yours ; 

For  who  in  Portugal  deferves  like  you  ? 

Banifh  thele  Fears,  they  may  prove  Fatal  to  you, 

Light  Jealoufies,  like  Prunings  to  a  Plant, 

The  tender  wound  improves,  and  helps  loves  growth^ 

But  if  they  enter  deep,  the  Brandies  fade. 

And  the  rich  Bock  decays,  and  dies  at  laft, 

Princefs,  Alas!  In  vain  I  gave  my  felf  advice. 

Strove  to  excuie  the  Coldnefi  of  his  Heart, 

Which  through  his  forc’d  carefles  Bill  appear’d 
His  Melancholly  all  the  Court  obferves. 

Though  only  I  can  guefi  th’unhappy  caufe  ; 

At  Night  I  watch  him  when  he  thinks  I  fleep ; 

He  Toffes,  Sighs,  impatient  for  the  Day, 

And  often  leaves  me,  e’ere  it  does  approach. 

Jlgnes>  Th’Efied  of  temper.  Madam;  but  for  Love, 

He  (eems  defign’d  a  Pattern  to  the  World, 

The  Virgins  at  Coimbra  beg  of  Fate, 

To  give'^them  Husbands  like  the  Prince  to  you  ; 

^So  fond,  fo  careful,  with  fuch  nice  refped. 

Princefs,  Were  he  my  Slave  he  could  not  give  me  more ; 

A  Lover,  Agnes ^  cou’d  not  Blew  lb  much. 

Agnes.  I  thought  relped  the  higheB  mark  of  Love. 

Tis  all  that  Heav’n  requires,  what  would  you  more  ^ 

Princefs,  Alas  I  Thy  thoughts  of  Love  are  as  imperfed, 

As  their  Idea  of  vaft  diBant  Lands, 

Who  never  law  ’em,  but  in  Maps  and  Pidures; 

What  lhall  1  lay  to  make  thee  underBand  ?  f  *  , 

Love  levels  all,  he  knows  no  Quality,  f  ^  | 

No  Titles,  but  thofe  loft  ones  which  he  makes ; 

Th’Inlenfible  my  Husband,  never  felt 
A  tranlport  of  Fierce  Love,  that  cou’d  one  Moment 
Make  him  forget,  his  Wife  was  born  a  Princels. 

Agnes.  Flow  exquifite  a  Torturer  you  are  grown. 

You  rack  your  Wit  for  torments  to  your  Soul 

Princefs.  Thefe  are  the  Nat’ral  thoughts  of  Love,  my  Child ; 
But  Tm  impatient,  Bianca  Bays ; 

The  Prince  this  Night  feem’d  fad,  and  dilcompos’d 
Much  more  than  ufual ;  he  Barted  up. 

And  with  confufion  in  his  Words  and  Aftion, 

He  left  me,  and  refus’d  to  be  attended ; 

A  Brange,  diBuib’d,  I  know  not  what  within. 
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Mov’d  me  to  fend  Bianca  to  oMerve  him. 

Two  hours  ago,  and  yet  ihe’s  not  return’d* 

Agnes,  What  can  you  hope  from  fiich  an  Enquiry  ? 

Why  fhou  d  you  fearch,  for  that  which  if  you  find, 

Afcertains  Miferies,  you  now  but  fear  ? 

Princefs,  Then  I  mall  mourn  for  one,  but  whilft  1  doubt, 

I  feel  a  thoufand  Pains  for  ev  ry  ill,  * 

That’s  barely  poflible  to  be  the  Caule. 

Agnes,  Compofe  your  (elf.  Madam,  I  beg  your  Highnefs. 

Princefs,  That  was  a  Word  of  too  much  difiance,  Agnss^ 

Looks  like  the  Prince’s  cold  indifference, 

In  Ceremonious  refped  difguis’d ; 

Leave  it,  I  wou’d  believe  I  have  thy  Heart, 

The  only  comfort  for  the  lofs  of  his ; 

For  you  are  both  (b  equal  dear  to  me, 

So  clofely  wove  by  Fate  to  my  fond  breaft, 

That  neither  can  be  fever’d  from  my  love. 

Without  unravelling  this  Web  of  Life. 

Enter  Bianca. 

What.News  Bianca^  Speak,  where  went  the  Prince i 
Where  has  thou  left  him  ^ 

Blanca,  In  the  Garden,  Madam  ; 

Thither  I  follow’d  him  far  off,  unleen  ;  ^ 

He  Hopp’d  (bmetimes,  and  walk’d  diforderly. 

Till  he  had  reach’d  the  foot  o’th  middle  walk, 

Where  entering  one  of  the  cool  fhady  Grots, 

He  (at  him  down,  and  (eem’d  o’erwhelm’d  in  thought  5^  ^ 

Then  through  the  Boughs,  I  could  difcern  him  write,. . 

And  folding  up  the  Paper  when  he’d  done. 

He  threw  himlelf  with  force  upon  the  Ground,’ 

Sighing,  and  Groaning,  words  I  could  not  hear,  . 

Till  (eeming  tir’d  with  Grief,  he  fell  afleep. 

When  I  had  watch’d  a  while,  with  cautious  fteps  . 

I  went,  ( in  hopes  to  (erve  your  Highnefe  well ) 

And  ftole  the  Paper  which  the  Prince  had  writ  \ 

Perhaps  it  may  contain  what  you  wou  d  know. 

For  fearing  that,  I  durft  not  open  it, 

Left  I  dilcover’d  what  you  wou’d  conceal.  [Ghes;  ths^  Papep. 

Princefs.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  ;  leave  us  Bianca,,..  Bi 

After  reading,']  Doubly  unhappy  Princefi ! 

Agnes^  my  Fears  are  true  !  All  that  I  fear’d. 

More  than  I  fear’d,  is  true. 

Agnes.  It  cant  be,  the  Prince  is  not  (b  ftupid^:. 

To  Love  Elvira  ftill ;  I  heard  indeed 
He  had  a  while  amus’d  himlelf  with  her 
Before  your  Marriage:  but  what  Charms  has  (he  ; 

To  vie  with  thofe  perfe<ftion5  all  Divine,  ^ 

Which  grace  your  Body,  and  adorn  your  Soul? 


— - - ae  c  ajtfo. 

Vrlncefs.  Ah  I  She  who  robs  me  of  my  Husband’s  Heait, 
h  all  a  Charm,  to  plead  for  his  Excule  j 
Young,  Beautiful,  Dilcreet,  andChafl:,  as  Fair; 

By  Nature  form’d  to  captive  evhy  Heart, 

My  Realbn  muft  approve  the  Prince’s  choice. 

For  I  my  felf,  preler  her  to  my 
And  love  her  too,  as  tenderly  as  Ire. 

JgTies,  Who  can  this  Angel  be  ? 

Trincefs.  Are  there  are  lb  many  merit  more  than  I, 

Thou  can’h  not  giiefs  among  ’em  ? 

Jgfies.  Indeed  1  know  not  one  deferves  like  you  ; 

And  therefore  cannot  guels. 

Fri^ccfs.  Have  you  fo  long  been  privy  to  my  Thoughts, 
Y"et  knoVi^  not  her  who  is  fo  dear  to  me  ? 

Wlvo  with  the  Prince,  fhai'es  my  divided  Heart 

So  equally,  I  cannot  tell  my  felf 

To  which  1  have  given  molt ;  know  you  not  her  ? 

For  if  you  know  my  Friend,  you  know  my  Rival. 

Agnes.  How  very  Miferable  muft  I  be 
When  Pm  reduc’d  to  wifh,  you  did  not  love  me  I 
Thofe  marks,  of  that  peculiar,  dear  affection. 

Which  ev’ry  day  your  partial  kindneft  gave. 

Are  WicnelTes  which  I  would  disbelieve  ; 

Oh !  Let  me  think  your  Friendihip  was  divided. 

Tell  me  you  have  another,  nearer  Friend, 

For  I  had  rather  lole  your  Love  for  ever,  • 

Than  be  the  wretched  Caufe  of  your  misfortune  ; 

Rather  be  hated  By  you,  than  deferve  it ; 

Oh  eafe  my  cruel  fears,  and  name  feme  other. 

Trinceju  Too  fore,  alas,  the  Prince  does  Love  thee, 

And  Pm  fo  vain  to  drink  that  only  thou. 

Coil’d  gain  a  Heart,  to  which  I  laid  a  claim. 

Read  from  his  Hand,  the  lad,  amazing  truth. 

Agnes  reads.  1  i. 

JinT  Ob  Sacred  Duty  you  oppofe^ 

In  V Clin  your  Nuptial  tye  you  plead 
Tbofe  forced  devoirs  Love  overthrows^ 

And  breaks  thee  Vows  he  never  made, 

2. 

/  Fair  Vrincefs^  you  to  whom  my  Faith  is 

Pardon  the  Defhny  that  drags  me  on^ 

'^Tis  not  my  fault  my  Hearts  untrue^ 

I  am  compeiPd  to  be  undone. 
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Tour  Eyr;,  Fair  Agnes - - 

Heav’n  ftrike  ’em  blind,  for  the  bale  treachery  ; 
Uii^de  thelecurft,  thele  guilty  Eyes? 

the  Injur’d  Princefs, 
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Tho  fhe  was  all  they  took  delight  to  fee  v 
How  cou’d  Heav’n  make  fo  great  a  contradi^flion. 

As  in  Dne  Pcrfon,  Friend^  and  Enemy  I 
Tnncefs,  Thou  art  not  my  Enemy  j  I  know  you  love  me^ 
Jgnes,  Yet  1  have  rob’d  you  of  your  deareft  part^ 
Defiroy’d  your  loft  tranq[uilUty  of  Soul, 

And  left  you  nothing  but  Defpair  and  Sorrow-. 

I  only  have  done  this,  ev’n  I  who  love  you  ^ 

I  who  to  ferve  you  wou’d  abandon  Life  ^ 

Oh  /  Can  I  fay  I  am  the  curfe  of  yours ! 

But  all  ill  fortune  flys  from  you  with  me, 

And  all  the  Curfe  lights  heavy  on  my  head^ 

For  we  muft  part,  for  Ever,  Ever  part. 

Trincefs,  Part !  Wou’d  you  add  to  ray  unbappinefs  P 
Be  yet  more  cruel  than  my  Deftiny  ? 

Fate  has  depriv’d  me  but  of  half  my  blefling  y 
And  you  wou’d  tear  the  other  half  away, 

To  leave  me  Sad,  Defolate,  and  Comfurtlefs. 

Jgnes.  Alas !  We  ne’er  lhall  meet  in  joy  again. 

This  tender  Love  muft  all  be  turn’d  to  Hate, 

Trincefs,  That  thought  was  too  injurious  from  a  Friend'^: 
Thy  only  guilt  is  having  too  much  merit. 

For  which  ’twere  moft  nnjuftly  bafe  to  hate  thee.' 

Agnes.  Yet  Cure,  I’m  now  unworthy  of  thy  Love/ 

But  teach  me  how  I  may  again  deferve  it  \ 

What  can  be  done  to  cure  the  Prince's  Phrenzy  ? 

I’ll  blot  out  all  that's  lovely  in  this  Face, 

Disfigure  it  to  black  deformity. 

Enough  to  frighten  all  Mankind  to  madnefs, . 

And  bring  him  back  to  reafbn. 

Princtfs.  This  wild  Extravagance  is  unbecoming  v 
Let’s  learn  to  bear  our  Woes,  and  leave  to  Heav’a 
The  time  and  manner  of  redrefling  ’em  / 

Defpair  may  Cure  the  Prince^ — —  but  it  may  kill  him  ^ . 
Oh!  Thy  too  rigorous  Virtue  makes  me  fear. 

But  think,  with  him  you  will  condemn  your  Friend, 

And  mingle  (weetnefs  with  feverity; 

Pity  his  Fate,  that  Honour  will  allow. 

And  I  fljall  blefs  thy  gen’rous  Cha^rity* 

Agnes,  Gb, .  wond’rous  instance  of  a  matclilefs  goodnefs 
Gods !  Is  it  juft  the  Prince  enjoy  this  Blefling, 

"  Who  knows  not  how  to  value  the  vaft  Treafure. 

^  Pmcf//,-  You  are.  ungrateful  to  condemn  the  Prince^ 

And  i,  for  all  I  fufter,  cann’t  accule  him  ! 
i  know  he  ftruggled  idngagainft  your  Charm^j 
,  And  thole  efforts  are  more  obliging  far. 

Than  if  his  Inclinarions  were  for  me. 

Love  rul’d  by Tate^  4op  er  xonlull  our  wiOg 
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But  if  we  flrive  to  love,  it  Ihows  Efteem ; 

And  ’tis  more  kind  to  wilh  I  had  his  Heart, 

Than  if  he  gave  the  prize  unwillingly. 

Why  fliould  I  blame  the  Prince  for  loving  her  ^ 

Were  Realbn,  Duty,  Honour,  all  againft  me, 

I  (fill  fhould  dote  on  him,  in  fpight  of  all : 

The  fame  ftrong  Deftiny  controuls  his  Heart, 

And  my  fair  Rival’s  worth,  bounds  my  Complaints : 

There  is  no  room  for  my  Rclentment  left. 

Nor  lhall  the  Prince  perceive  my  inward  GrieG 
You,  only  you,  fhall  ea(e  the  Wounds  you  made. 

For  thou  wilt  pity  me,  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Thou  Dear,  thou  lefs  my  Rival,  than  my  Friend.  (En,  Prince. 

Agnes.  Alas,  he’s  here  ] 

Trince,  What  new  defign  has  Fate  to  carry  on  ? 

Th’unlucky  Writing  in  Confiantia^s  Hand  ! 

Nay  then  it  has  it’s  utmoft  malice  fhown. 

Agnes,  Unhappy  chance !  He  fees  I  know  his  love, 

I  cannot  look  on  him  without  Confufion, 

Oh!  That  Td  ever  fhun’d  his  Eyes  as  now.  (Exit^hgnos. 

Trince.  Madam,  from  whence  had  you  that  fatal  Scrowl  ? 

Princefs,  Be  not  diffurb’d,  and  Fie  forget  I  faw  it» 

Prince.  Oh  no !  You  never  muft  forget  my  Crime, 

Rail  at  me.  Curie  me,  Hate  me  if  thou  canft. 

That  thou  may’ft  lels  deferve  to  be  Belov’d, 

And  I  be  left  afliam’d  of  wronging  thee. 

Princefs,  It  is  not  you,  but  cruel  Fate  has  wrong’d  me. 

And  wrong’d  me  moft  by  making  you  unhappy  ^ 

That  doubles  all  the  Sorrows  of  my  Soul, 

When  in  the  tender  ragings  of  my  Heart, 

Torn  with  the  Agonies  of  hopelefs  Love, 

I  fhall  remember,  you  are  wretched  too ; 

You  wilh  in  Vain,  Sigh,  and  Defpair,  like  me  \ 

Thus  gueffing  all  your  Torments  by  my  own, 

1  fhall  more  than  feel  ’em  ore  again  for  you. 

Prince.  Oh!  This  fhort  view  of  what  I  make  thee  fufFer, 

Is  worfe  to  me  than  all  Fve  known  before  : 

•low  can’ll  thou  pity  this  ungrateful  Husband  ^ 

Princefs,  That  kind  Concern,  fhows  you  are  not  Ungrateful ; 

And  ’twere  inhumane  not  to  pity  you, 

When  all  Relief  but  pity  is  deny’d. 

Poor  Prince,  if  you  had  lov’d  a  Maid  lefs  nice. 

Her  kindncls  might  have  latislied  your  Paffion, 

Or  want  of  Merit  quite  extinguifh’d  it  j 
It  grieves  me  you  fhou’d  fix  your  Heart  on  one, 

Too  fcrupulous  to  recompence  your  flame  i 
1  dread  th’  effe(fl:s  of  her  Severity, 

V  Viiich  may  inftead  of  Curing,  more  engage  you, 

Charm’d  with  that  rigGIuU-  Yiitue  that  undoes  you.  Prince 
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Triffce,  How  then  Hiou’d  thy  diviner  Virtue  charm  me  I 
Virtue  of  fuch  an  elevated  Nature, 

It  claims  not  Love  alone^  but  Adoration, 

Greater  than  that  we  owe  to  Saints  above, 

And  that,  I  fwear  I  pay  thee. 

Princefs,  Unhappily  you  have  mifplacM  your  Thoughts ; 
Fair  Agnes  more  deferves  your  Adoration  \ 

And  I  may  fay,  I  more  deferve  your  Love  ; 

For,  Oh  Dear  Prince !  there’s  not  a  part  of  me, 

That  is  not  fill’d  with  fofteft  Love  for  thee. 

My  Soul’s  all  chine,  I  laaguiihfor  thy  Love, 

Dote  on,  in  ipight  of  thy  Indifference ; 

I  ive  by  thy  Looks,  am  nothing  when  thou Vt  from  me, 
Wretched  to  think  thon  can’ ft  not  be  all  mine. 

And  Oh  !  Coil’d  part  with  all  I  e’er  poffeS’d, 

To  gain  thy  dearer  Heart. 

Prince,  Oh  !  If  thou  lov'ft  me,  hide  tills  tendernels, 

I  better  cou’d  fupport  the  lharpeft  Anger  * 

Call  all  thy  Injuries  into  thy  thoughts, 

Think  me  Ungratefai,  Perjur’d,  anything,  '  ^ 

That  may  provoke  the  Ci  uellelt  Reproaches  j' 

,  Shew  your  refencment  in  the  fierceff  Form  ; 

Revenge  your  Wrongs,  but  upon  me  alone  ^ 

This  only  Criminal,  unhappy  Wretch, 

And  fhare  the  gulklefs  Caule  of  our  Misfortune. 

Princefs.  Fear  not  for  Agnes ^  Sir, 

I  love  her,  and  her  being  dear  to  you,  •  ^ 

More  firongly  recommends  her  to  my  care; 

For  my  repofe  depends  fo  much  on  yours, 
i  mufi  lofe  all  my  own,  to  rob  you  of  it. 

Prince.  Too  Generous  Princefs !  But  in  fpight  of  you, 

You  have  reveng’d  your  felf  with  fharpeft  wounds, 

Deep  in  that  Faithlefs  Bread  which  injur’d  you. 

This  cruel  kindnefs,  has  undone  your  Husband, 

Thou  miracle  of  Virtue. 


Princefs,  Alas  my  Love,  what  fhall  I  fay^  to  eafe 
Prince.  Kill  me,  Confantia^  I  defervc  it  of  thee 
But  that  wou’d  be  too  kind  \ 

'Twould  fave  me  all  the  many  Deaths  of  fiiame. 
Which  ev’jy  thought  of  thee  will  make  me  feel 
Forgive  me  then,  to  punifh  me  yet  rnore. 

For  now  i  hate  my  felf  for  grieving  thee. 

And  wou’d  befliil,  frill  more  Unhappy  made. 
Alas  I  I  dare  not  meet  thy  loving  Eyes, 

They  tell  me  that  thou  had  forgiv’n  me  ;  f 
Fly  wretch  j  Oh  My  !  from  all  diat  looks  like  goc 
Lvki  filent  Innocence,  is  thy  reproach. 


you  ? 
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Frincefs,  His  Sorrows  touch  mo  more  than  all  my  owi  | 

He  feems  as  if  his  Soul  were  on  thcRack^ 

And  that  Immortal  partcou’d  to  be  free, 

Wilh  it  felf  Mortal  like  its  lovely  Manfiom 
Perhaps  my  prefencc  difcompofes  him, 

I  will  retire,  and  Heav’n  with  tears  implore,^ 

Though  by  my  Death,  his  quiet  to  reftorc.  "  [^ExiL 

•  Frinee  fblus. 

Is  there  another  wretch  on  Earth  Kfce  me, 

Who  what  was  meant  forEafe  and  BlelTings  to  him. 

Perverts  into  a  Curfe  > 

When  I  had  lock’d  the  Secret  in  my  Breafl, 

Kept  it  conceal’d  ev’n  from  my  deareft  Friend, 

Deny’d  my  felf  all  ways  to  vent  my  Grief, 

But  pouring  out  my  Woes  in  foft  Complaints, 

They,  muft  be  made  tb’occafion  of  my  ruine  ^ 

And  hy  1  know  not  what,  fome  Devil  fure. 

Convey’d  to  her  from  whom  I  moft  wou’d  hide  ’em. 

The  Virtue  of  my  Wife  too  proves  my  Curfe, 

And  I’m  conltrain’d  to  wifli  for  my  relief. 

What  others  fliun,  as  the  worft  plague  of  Life. 

O  J  O  Couftantia  !  both  diftra(5t  me  / 

O  the  fad  Profpeft  of  cncrealing  woes. 

Which  only  Death  can  put  a  period  to  ! 

1  love,  and  wou’d  not,  ought  not  to  be  pity’d ; 

Or  if  I  were, 

Still  my  Ingratitude,  my  poor  Conflantia^s  Sufferings^ 

Wou’d  haunt  me,  to  enervate  all  my  joys. 

Unhappy  Lover - more  Ingrateful  Husband  ; 

What  doll  thou  wifh  ?  What  can  be  thy  relief  ? 

No,  think  of  none,  none,  but  in  fuffenng  more  y 
Tattone  thy  Crime,^  be  exquifitely  wretched  ^ 

Thus  may  revenge  €o»fiaHtias  wrongs^ 

Raife  thy  wild  Paffion  to  that  force  and  height. 

That  it  may  crulh  thee,  with  its  Fatal  weight. 

Exit. 

/ 
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ACT  n.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  King^  Alvaro,  &rtd  Attendunts. 

King*  T  F  J  Pow’r,  or  if  fee  have  Ambition, 

X  (Which  is  a  part  Eflential  in  a  Woman, 

As  Pow’r  to  a  King  )  Alvaro  flie  is  thine. 

Alvaro,  I  fear  &e  has  too  much  Ambition  Sir, 

The  Prince’s  Love  too  may  encreafe  that  flame  ; 

She  treats  me  as  fhe  were  fome  mighty  Queen, 

And  i  her  meancO:,  defpicable  Slave. 

King.  The  better, 

Her  Pride  will  fooner  draw  her  to  the  Hook, 

Which  I  will  hang  with  fuch  a  glitfring  Bait, 

She  can  no  more  refilt  the  gay  Temptation, 

Than  Streams  can  flop,  or  turn  their  wonted  Current. 

Pride,  is  the  Sexes  principle  of  action  ;  ^ 

From  the  fame  Caufe  flow  contrary  effefts. 

As  the  Sun’s  heat  both  hardens  and  diflblves 
’Tis  that  which  makes  ’em  coyly  fly  with  fcorn. 

And  that  too  makes  ’em  yield,  to  bright  allurements  i 
By  it,  Difdainful  Agnes  lliall  be  caught ; 
ril  heap  fuch  (hining  honours  on  thy  head, 

Shall  dazzle  all  the  little  World  below  ; 

Th’afpiring  Maid  (hall  ftriveto  reach  thy  Glories, 

And  aiming  throws  her  gently  in  thy  Arms. 

Alvaro.  My  Royal  Matter,  how  ftiall  I  deferve — — 

But  ’tis  a  Crime,  a  Blafphemy,  to  think 
To  Merit,  or  return,  a  Monarch’s  Favours, 

Which  can  no  more  than  Heavens  be  repaid. 

And  are  like  thofe,  bettow'd  on  Mortals,  grstis  ^ 

All  we  can  give  in  fign  of  grateful  Hearts, 

Is  Thanks  and  Blettings.  Which  thus  low  I  pay.  [Bomvg, 

King.  Thou  art  my  Faithfulleft,  beftCounfdlof  ^ 

Statefmen  like  thee,  are  Bucklers  to  a  Crown, 

Which  more  than  Armies  guard  it  from  a  Foe, 

And  when  we  call  'em  off^  or  not  reward  ’em. 

Their  mine  is  a  fure  Prefageof  ours. 

Thou  haft  defer ved 

Ah  that  i  have  given,  and  all  that  I  can  give, 

Alvaro.  Pardon,  Great  Sir,  you  much  o’er. rate  mv  Aftioas. 

King,  Thou  art  loo  modeft,  but  I  know  thy  wor|b. 

^Tis  ftrange,  I  have  not  feen  my  Son  this  Morning, 

I  have  fome  Orders  for  him  e’er  he  goes. 

But  he  perhaps  will  own  no  Duty  now. 

And  but  begins,  th’iojuftice  wi«4  his  Wife. 

C  2 


Alva^ 


\Thc  King  and  Ag, 
advance  from  the 
rejij  the  Pr.  and 
Prs.  feem  to  talJ{, 
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Alvaro.  Sir,  Pm  inform’d,  that  fince  the  Prince  return’d, 

And  found  the  Princefs,  grieving  for  his  L»ve, 

He  has  not  left  her. 

King.  We’il  meet  him  there  ^  and  if  w'e  find  your  Miffrefs, 
ril  be  your  Advocate  before  his  Face.  ^  ’ 

Alvaro.  So  the  Almighty  whilfl  the  World’s  his  care, 

Negleds  not,  th’inconliderablefi:  Infed.  Exetm, 

\ 

7he  Scene  Opens,  the  Prince  andPrineefs  fitting  ^  Agnes,  Elvira 
Bianca  by  them  *,  the  King  and  Alvaro  enter  to  .them.  * 

King  to  the  Prince:]  Since  ycu  keep  State  today,  I  wait  on  you 
It  vveLi  becomes  me  to  attend  your  Highnefs,  ’ 

^rincefs.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon,  for  my  fake,  the  Prince, 

T his  ihort  iiegiedl,  a  Father  may  allow. 

To  the  Fad  tendernefs,  of  parting  Lovers. 

King,  ’Tis  well  he  is  lb  kind.  Your  time  is  fhort. 

We  will  not  interrupt  your  fofe  Farewells. 

Agnes,  a  Word  •,  I  have  a  fuic  to  move, 

Vv^hich  if  you  grant,  you  will  oblige  a  King, 

And  raife  your  ielf  beyond  your  highefl:  wifb. 

Agnes.  A  King’s  requeft,  is  but  a  Milder  name 
For  his  command,  I  will  obey  you  Sir, 

Kwg.  If  you  are  juft  to  high  defert,  youwill- 
Alvaro^s  Merit  claims  reward  from  you  : 

We  know  you  are  a  Heav’ii  of  Glorious  charms, 

Bright  as  the  Stars  above,  which  Guide  our  adions  : 

And  Hearts  like  his,  all  Brave,  all  Juft,  and  Great, 

Deferves  the  kindeft  Influence  of  thofe  Eyes. 

Agnes.  My  Eyes  pretend  not.  Sir,  to  any  pow’r,, 

But  if  Alvaro  is  of  filch  high  worth, 

"Fwere  more  tlian  Arrogance,  a  Treafon  in  ’em. 

Encroaching  on  your  great  Prerogaiive, 

Co  think  of  paying  with  fb  mean  a  flock, 

What  you  alone  are  able  to  reward  ^ 

Such  Subjects,  muft  by  fuch  a  King  be  paid. 

King.  Such  Lovers,  muft  be  paid  by  fuch  a  Miftrefa* 

You  only  can  return  tlie  Heart  he  gives. 

He  offers  it,  fil’d  with  the  tendereft  Love, 

And  i’ll  adorn  ic  with  the  Richeft  Honours  *, 

Think  Agnes.,  think  \  Alvaro  has  my  Favour, 

Think,  that  with  it,  he  has  my  Pow’r  too^ 

Think  your  leif  rais’d  the  Envy  of  your  Sex,. 

All  may  be  your^;,  Ambitious  Souls  defire.  » 

Agnes.  Who  wouM  refign  a  Quiet,  though  Poor,  freedom, 

To  be  with  glitt’ring,  gaudy  trappings  deck’d  ; 

Which  bill  lafora^the  World-,  whofe^Sl^ves  they  are. 
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No,  Sir,  I  value  Liberty  far  more. 

Than  to  forfake  it,  though  for  Golden  Chains, 

A  Alining  Prifon,  is  a  Prifon  ftil). 

King.  By  this  Contempx,  proud  Maid,  of  him  iVe  chofe, 

From  all  my  Court,  to  place  my  Friendlhip  on. 

You  more  defpife  my  Favourite,  than  Jlvaro^y 
And  Teem  to  tax  me,  of  an  ill  made  choice. 

Agnes.  I  queftion  not  Alva'^os  meric,  Sir, 

Nor  have  contemn’d  him,  though  I  have  refus’d  *, 

But  Heav’n,  who  ordain^  fofe  Mutual  Love, 

A  A:ronger  tye  of  Souls  than  Marriage  Vows, 

Had  Purely  given  me  a  Heart  more  tender, 

It  ’twere  delign’d  for  fuch  an  Union  ^ 

I  feel  no  melting,  no  fofc  Paffion  there 
None  but  for  charming  Liberty,  and  Glory, 

Then  Sir,  wou’d  you  controul  the  Will  of  Heaven  s 
Who  made  me  not  for  Love  > 

King^  DiAembler,  were  you  free  as  you  pretend. 

You  wou’d  have  met  what  I  propos’d,  with  joy,  . 

But  you  have  dreamt  away  your  Liberty, 

-  In  vain  Idea^s^  and  Fantaftick  Notions ; 

Miftaken  Maid,  renounce  thefe  airy  hopes, 

Whilft  you  purfue  the  Aiadow  thus  of  Greatnefs, 

You’ll  lole  the  Subftance,  and  repent  too  late. 

The  Prince  wou’d  pkaft  j  but  he’s  beyond  your  reach  , 

And  though  my  Son  were  not  already  joyn’d 
To  one  whofe  worth,  and  tender  Jove  to  you, 

Shou’d  make  you  biufh  for  your  Imprudent  ConqneA', 

Know,  Agnes.,  know,  he  never  Arou’d  be  yours. 

Agnes.  Sir,  for  the  Prince,  if  he  have  vveakneAeSj^,, 

He  ne’er  communicated’ ’em  to  me. 

Nor  have  1  wilfully  contributed. 

Or  once  in  thought  approv’d,  th’unlucky  Flame. 

King.  Marrying  Alvaroi  is  an  eafie  way, 

To  cure  the  Prince,  and  juftify  your  felf. 

Agnes.  Perhaps  1  know  an  eaAer  way  for 
Abfence  will  be  a  furer  remedy. 

And  that  too  will  preferve  my. Honour  fafe  ^ 

Yes,  Sir,  i’ll  qml  Coimhi a  Toon  with  jpy. 

Nor  Aiali  this  Man  who  is  fo  dear  to  you. 

This  Favourite,  fo  worthy  of  your  Love, 

Have  any  part  in  rny  more  Noble  thoughts. 

!  King.  So,  haughty !  fure  you  know  me  noL 

Agnes.  I  know  you,  Sir,  to  be  Cenfiantia^s  Father, 

A  Princefs,  whom  1  love  with  aH  rdpe(ft. 

King.  And  you  fliall-  knovvme,  as  S  am  a  King 
I’ll  find  a  way,  t’abate  this  Infolence.  [Goej  from-fher.^. 

.Don  FedrOy  you  raiiA:  haften  your  departure, 

IFolIow  me  to  the  Gallery,  we’I!  talk  a  while, 
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Vrirtce.  I  atteiid  you.  Sir. 

Madam,  I’ll  fee  you  in  the  Palace-Garden.  [Exip  K.  Prince,  A!, 
ylgftes.  What  fatal  Planet  govern’d  at  my  Birth  ^ 

Which  now  begins  its  baleful  Influence, 

With  Cruelties  fo  great,  they  rather  feem 
The  laft  EfFed  of  torturing  Tyranny, 

^e  Finifhment  of  a  long  (tudyM  Curfe. 

Vrincefs.  You  amaze  me ! 

j4gnes.  Can  there  be  Mifeiy  more  compleat  than  mine, 

Forc^i  by  my  Stars  for  ever  from  your  Highncls, 

In  whom  I’d  center’d  all  my  happinefs ; 

The  wild  efFeds  of  this  unhappy  Face, 

Drives  me  to  fcarch  for  Ibme  obfeure  retreat. 

Where  it  may  never  more  create  fuch  Plagues, 

Fatal  to  you,  to  me,  and  Innocence. 

Vrincefs.  Can  you  refolve  to  leave  me  then  ?  Alas ! 

Thy  abfence  will  be  far  more  fatal  here, 

Inftead  of  rend’ring  me  my  Husband’s  Heart, 

Wou’d  he  not  hate  me  as  the  Caufe  of  it  ? 

'Wou’d  he  not  fly  to  you  where-e’er  you  were  ? 

And  wou’d  it  not  be  Savage  Cruelty, 

To  rob  a  Lover  fo  UnfoETunate, 

Of  all  the  poor  relief  is  left,  his  Love  i 
,Agnes,  My  Honour,  Madam,  is  not  here  fecure ; 

The  King  already  does  believe  me  guilty. 

Vrincefs,  I  know  thee,  Agnes.^  and  fhall  ne’er  accule  thee, 

Tor  my  fake  bear  the  reft. 

^gnes.  What  is  it  for  your  fake  I  wou’d  not  bear ! 

Witneft  th’all-feeing  Pow’rs  that  know  my  Heart, 

If  by  my  Marriage  I  cou’d  give  you  back. 

That  love  which  barb’rous  Fate  has  rob’d  you  of ; 

Though  Don  Aharo^s  horror  to  my  Eyes, 

Though  my  Soul  loaths  him  by  Antipathy, 

I’d  break  through  thofe  ftrong  Bars  which  Nature’s  fix’d. 

And  Sacrifice  my  own,  for  your  repofe. 

But  that  alas,  cou’d  never  oure  tlie  Prince, 

Still  he  wou’d  look  on  me  with  Crimmal  Eyes, 

And  I  am  acceffary  whilft  J  ftay. 

Vrincefs,  The  Crime’s  to  me  :  I  can  abfolve  thy  guilto 
Dear,  Agnes^  if  thou’ft  ever  lov’d^  thy  Friend, 

<  Give  not  the  Prince  this  Subjed  of  Delpair, 

My  Life  is  ty’d  to  his,  his  Grief  is  mine* 
s  Agnes\  You  are  the  foie  Difpofer  of  my  Adions  ; 

'But,  Madam,  think,  weigh  well  e’er  you  Command^  '  ‘ 

What  dangerous  milchiefs,  may  attend  my  ftay. 

Vvweefs,  None  that  can  equal  that  of  lofing  thee, 

ComparM.to  it,  all  ills  are  but  a  Name. 

-Govern’d  by  you,  1  will  believe  albfafe, 

T:vA  n>y  fad  Soul  fome  dreadful  thing  forebodes ;  What 


Agnes  de  Caftrd. 


What  may  not  Don  Alvaro  undertake  ? 


Encourag’d  by  the  KingT  whom  I’ve  incens’d  ;  . 

He’s  Bale,  as  Great,  and  all  is  to  be  fear’d,  > 

From  one,  whom  want  of  Pow’r  alone  reftrains, 

In  what  the  moft  irregular  defire: 

Vrincefs,  Be  (atisfy’d,  whilft  I  am  thy  Protectrefi. 

The  Prince  by  this  time  may  be  in  the  Garden, 

He  is  to  pals  that  way.  Inftrud  me  as  we  go  ^ 

In  all  that  pals’d  betwixt  the  King  and  you. 

From  thence  I’ll  take  my  mealiires,  Princels,  and  Agnes" 

Elvira.  How  ftupidly  fhe  hugs  the  Poys  nous  Serpent ! 

She  muft  be  fharply  flung  before  Ihe’ll  wake  *, 

Sure,  if  Ihe  thought  her  Rival  did  betray  her. 

She’d  lhake  her  off,  for  all  this  foolifh  fondnefi. 

Bianca.  The  difficulty  is  t’inlpire  that  thought, 

The  Princels  is  polTels’d  with  a  belief 

nes^s  Virtue,  which  her  laft  requeft 
Of  leaving  her,  muft  needs  have  much  confirm’d,  ^ 

Elvira.  But  what  if  I  Ihould  play  the  Anti- Bee, . 

And  from  this  Nice  Romantiek  Honour  draw, 

A  Poyfon,  to  deftroy  her  good  Opinion  } 

Bianca.  That  were  a  Mafter-piece  of  Art  indeed. 

Elvira,  ’Tis  the  peculiar  cunning  of  our  Sex, 

To  make  Good,  III,  and  Ill  for  Good  appear ; 

And  things  which  leem  direftly  contrary,  5 

We  turn,  and  ule  to  compaft  our  defigns. 
ril  write  a  Note  as  from  the  Prince  to  Agnes ^ 

It  lhall  exprefe  a  free  converle  with  her,  - 
And  joy  for  having  overcome  her  Scruples, 

Then  beg  her  to  obtain  his  Wife’s  conlent. 

On  the  pretence  of  ftiunning  him,  to  leave  Coimhrai  , 

That  he  may  lee  her  with  more  eafie  freedom, 

Than  watchful  Eyes,  wou’d  e’fe  permit  him  here*  . 

This  you  lhall  take  an  Opportunity, 
f  Be  fure  it  be  the  firft  )  to  give  the  Princels^  ; 

Tell  her  you  law  it  drop  from  Agnes's  Pocket, 

And  watch  her  ev’ry  motion  when  fhe  reads ;  ; 
ril  inftantly  about  the  mighty  work. 

Such  Joys  1  find  in  others  Milery, 

If  all  were  Damn’d,  Hell  wou’d  beHeav’n  to  me.  [Sat-  the  Scemfj^^-s 


Enter,  as  in  a  Gallery  the  King,  Prince,  AlvarOj  apd>y  i 


Attendants, 


Trince.  Were  the  Audacious  Rebels  boafted  Pow% 
Encreas’d  by  twice  the  number  which  they  bring. 
And  ev’ry  fingle  Foe  of  Gy  ants  ftrength,  . 

I  wou’d  not  doubt  fuccels  in  .lucR  aCaufe  v  . 
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Confcience  does  half  our  Work.  A  wild  difhiay^ 

Difables  evVy  Paricidial  Arm.  ’ 

King,  Thy  well-prov’d  Woiir  gives  me  furer  hopes, 

Which  in  tliy  fbfcer  Youth  was  bravely  try'd, 

Againfi:  the  powerful^  fierce  Alhoacen  \ 

I  iaw  my  Sou  do  feats  beyond  his  Age, 

Whilft  ev’ry  llroke  the  Soldiers  rung  his  name^ 

He  leem’d  to  fii*e  their  Courage,  raile  their  hopes^ 

And  bring  the  Foe  inevitable  Death. 

Prince.  They  have  not,  Sir,  forgot  what  you  perform’d. 

You  caught  us  all  the  way  to  Vidory. 

King.  I  think  they  never  law  me  fly  from  danger  ^ 

Go,  as  my  Gen’ral,  quell  this  ralTi  Rebellion, 

But  Prince,  lubdue  your  lelf,  and  be  my  Son. 

Prince.  If  1  do  ought  unworthy  of  that  Name, 

May  I  become  the  Vilell  Pealant’s  fcorn. 

King.  Spoke  from  the  Heart,  I  dare  believe  my  Son  ; 

Go,  and  return  a  double  Conqueror. 

Prince.  Commanded  thus,  I  dare  all  oppoficion. 

To  morrow's  dawn,  full  Vidory  fliall  bring  * 

For  Virtue,  for  my  Fatlier,  and  my  King.  Exit  Prince » 

King.  Am  I  a  King,  Alvaro  ? 

Alvaro.  Great  Monarch - — 

King.  By  Heav’n  your  fcornful  MiftreP.,  braves  my  Pow’r, 

Dildains  my  Favourite,  flights  my  Nobleft  Gifts , 

I  bear  it  all,  and  yet  I  am  a  King. 

Alvaro  No  Monarch’s  PowVs  Ibvaft,  as  Woman’s  Empire, 

The  Conquerors  of  the  World,  lubmit  to  them. 

King,  ’Tis  but  a  Voluntary  Condelcenfion, 

They  have  no  right  to  govern  in  themfelves. 

And  yet  iingeneroufly  the  Tyrants  ule. 

That  Pow’r  to  our  Deflrudion,  which  we  give, 

Alvaro.  Something  they  have  beyond  what  we  have  giv’n, 

A  ftrange  afeendant,  unaccountable, 

Fi  om  Nature,  or  by  Witchcraft  over  Men ; 

}  call’d  my  Pride,  and  Realon  to  my  aid. 

So  arm’d,  met  bought  I  cou’d  defte  her  Charms, 

Yet  fpight  of  both,  I  trembled  when  Ifie  fi  own’d  : 

Gods !  Though  I  hate  her,  mufi:  I  ftill  obey  ! 

Kmg.  ’Tis  in  your  choice,  t’obey,  or  be  obey’d  ; 

What  file  denies  your  Prayers,  by  Force  obtain. 

Don  PeJroh  abfence  favours  the  Defign, 

And  vvhen  file’s  in  your  pow’r,  you’ve  naught  to  fear  ; 

He’ll  lole  his  hopes  by  feeing  her  your  Wife, 

She’ll  mal^e  a  Virtue  of  Neceffity,  and  dutifully,  feem,  at  leafl  to  love, 
i  need  not  fiire  infirud  a  Lover  moie 

Alvaro.  Divirucy  on  Eaitn,  how  gracioufly 
You  order  all  things,  to  your  Creature’s  with. 

But  flrff  i’ll  fee,  this  Coy,  this  haughty  Fair,  .  Though 


Tho  Pride  before  made  her  difdain  to  yield,  ^  ^ 

More  reafonablePride>  on  fecond  Thoughts,’  >  -  .  . 

j|fc  May  fhew  her  all  the  Bount7  of  a  King, 

In  moll  magnificent,  prevailing  Pomp. 

King,  This  Moment,  (he,  and  Portugal  fhall  know,' 

That  but  in  Name,  I  will  be  more  than  thee  ^ 

Th’EfFecfl  may  move  her  more  than  Promifes. 

■Alvaro,  1  cannot  throughly  wiQi  (he  m'ay  confenf,' 

Revengewc  Mthen  reniain  unfatisfy’d, 

I  love,  and  hate  her,  both  with  Violence, 

And  both  the  Paffions  equally  wou’d  pkafe, ;  , 

T’enjoy  her  were  for  Love  a  happy  Fate,  . 

But  kis  the  Rape,  wou’d  fatisfy  my  Hate.  " 

Ihe  End  of  the  Second 


ACT  III.  SCENE!. 


Elvira  fbliis. 

H  E  Lot  is  call,  for  J^gnes,^  or  Elvira,^ 

^  If  my  good  Genim  watch  not  for  me  nowj 
Let  it  forever  deep,  in  dull  Negled  \ 

My  All  depends  on  this  important  Projed, 

Curd:  if  it  fail,  how  blefs’d  if  it  fucceed  ! 

T o  fee  her  Bani/h’d  from  Conflantia^s  Heart, 

The  Prince’s  Prefence,  and  my  Brother’s  reach  i 
Fatefurc  will  grudge  fo  vafi:  a  fum  of  Joy, 

Afraid  to  lofe  the  dearefl:  part  of  PowV, 

And  fee  me  Happy,  pad:  a  change  to  woe; 

Enter  Alvaro  with  a  train  of  Cowticrsl 
Brother,  I  mud:  congratulate  your  Fortune, 

This  Days  new  Acquifitions  to  your  Greatnefs, 

The  Royal  Tokens  of  our  Monarch’s  Favour, 

Spreads  through  the  Court,  an  univerfal  Joy  *, 

Your  Friends  are  proud,  to  fee  you  rais’d  fo  High, 

And  Envy  pleas’d,  that  you  can  rife  no  Higher  : 

You’ll  give  me  leave  to  bear  a  Sifters  part.  ^ 

Alvaro,  I  have  intended  you  a  greater  Share  \ 

Thefe  Honours  are  our  Inftruments  of  Vengeance  I 
I  never  can  forget  your  Injuries, 

For  which  Iv’e  long  born  Hatred  to  the  Prince.' 

The  World  remembers  fti’l  thofe  warm  Addrefles, 

^ Which  rais’d  the  Malice  ot  the  Envious  Fair, 

And  made  you  lift  your  Hopes  to  Royalty, 

Now  turn’d  to  worleihan  Hate,  a  cold  Ncgleft  % 

What  can  they  think,  but  that  he  wl.  >rM  my  Sider  J 
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£/w^.  And  what  of  US,  to  bear  the  Infamy, 
fThe  fliarae  of  Scoffs,  forfaken  Maids  receive  ? 

Alvaro,  I  waited  but  for  Opportunity, 

To  take  a  lafting,  deep,  and  full  Revenge  ; 

His  Love  prefents  us  with  the  wifh’d  Occafion  ^ 

By  that,  by  Agnes^  we  mufl  punifh  him. 

Elvira,  There  fpoke  a  God  *,  that  Thought  was  more  than  Human  f 
Oh !  my  dear  Brother,  there  you  hit  the  Point  *,  ’ 

i  hate  her  more,  yet  more,  than  I  hate  him, 

Not  for  his  Love  alone,  but  for  Confiantias  \ 

With  mine  you  will  redrefs  the  Kingdoms  Grievance  i 
We’re  all  alike  negledted  for  this  Stranger, 

The  Princefs  thinks  her  Thoughts,  fees  with  her  Eyes,  ' 

She  governs  ev’n  her  Smiles,  her  fmallefl:  Favours  j 
jThe  Spanifh  Fugitive,  is  Sovereign  here. 

'./J/WaTTear  not,  Ihe  (hall  be  foon  but  what  I  will  5 
Some  Ceremonies  paft,  Tlevifither, 

^d  Jf  iny  Glories  has  not  mov’d  her  Heart, 

By  lie^v’n,  this  Day,  Til  force  her  to  the  Hymen. 

Elvira.  The  Hymen  !  that’s  indeed  a  brave  Revenge  ! 

Revenge  upon  our  Selves. 

To  make  her  equal  Partner  in  thofe  Glories, 

To  place  her  in  a  Rank  above  your  Sifter, 

And  nearer  to  the  Prince,  is  that  Revenge  ? 

Alvaro,  You  take  the  Profpedt  wrong  >  turn  off  your  Eyes, 

From  your  unjuft  Averfion  to  Agnefia^ 

And  fix  ’em  on  the  Wrongs  the  Prince  has  done  us. 

You  fee  not  how  we  fliall  torment  his  Soul, 

By  this  New  Cbftacle  to  his  Delires. 

Elvira,  I  fee  not  the  New  Obftacle  Indeed, 

None  in  her  Husband,  more  than  in  his  Wife  ^ 

Nor  do  you  fee,  what  now  Conjlantia  knows. 

And  all  the  Court  will  know,  to  your  Reproach  5;. 

She  loves  the  Prince,  flie  entertains  his  Love, 

}Thc  fecretCorrefpondence  is  difeover’d 
And  you - - - 

Alvaro.  Oh  then  we’re  fure  to  be  reveng’d  of  both.’ 

Elvira,  Your  Palfion  makes  all  Item  to  it’s  Advantage  | 

But  well  I  know,  what  e’re  our  Sex  pretend, 

A  Rape  is  lefs  injurious  in  their  Thoughts, 

Than  Slights  from  one  who  once  was  call’d  their  Subjeft. 

Ten  newly- vanquifh’d  Slaves  wont  countervail  one  Captive  lofL. 

That  ftiews  it  pollible  to  break  their  Chains, 

Which  Womans  Pride  can’t  bear  to  have  believed.  ^ 

None  take  by  Violence,  but  what  they  value  ' 

Forfaking  her,  proclaims  a  DifeiLeem, 

And  that  offends  the  Womans  Spirit  moft  s 
J/uft  me,,  for  by  e^perieiiQe  i.may  fpeak. 
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r  Alvaro'.  Ay  Sifter,  but  you  lov’d  the  Slave  yon  loft. 

Elvira.  Then  learn  of  one  who  lov’d  as  well  as  you, 

To  fcorn,  where  you  are  fcorn'd. 

Alvaro*  You  fcorn,  becaufe  that’s  all  you  have  in  Pow’r : 

Cou’d  you  enjoy  by  Force  the  Man  you  lov’d) 

You’d  think  that  belt  Revenge. 

Elvira.  Dote  on  then,  let  her  triumph  o’re  your  Weaknels, 

Prevent  her  being  banifh’d  by  the  Princefs, 

And  fix  her  here  to  fatiate  her  love, 

Where  the  pleas’d  Lovers  ev’ry  Day  may  meet.i 
And  glance  their  Amourous  Willies  to  each  other, 

Their  Souls  enjoy  in  publick  through  their  Eyes, 

And  in  fome  Itoll’n  Hours  (which  Love  will  find 
For  all  the  care  of  watchful  Jealoufie) 

We  may  be  made  the  Subjedof  their  Mirth. 

When  (he  has  told  her  Arts  to  cheat  the  Husband, 

He’ll  tell  her,  of  the  Sifters  foolifh  Paflion, 

How  credulous  (he  was,  and  how  deceiv’d. 

You  think  that  beft  Revenge. 

jilvaro.  By  all  the  Pow’rs  of  Hell, 

I’ll  rather  ftab  ’em  both,  than  fuffer  it. 

Elvira,  Think  better  of  their  Prudence,  than  t’imagine 
They’ll  give  you  any  fubjed  for  Sufpicion  ^ 

No,  you  muft  like  the  reft  of  injur’d  Husbands, 

Alone  be  ignorant  of  your  own  Shame, 

Whilft  the  leafl:  Curious,  the  moft  unconcern’d. 

May  point  you  out  a  Cloak  to  their  Amours. 

Alvaro.  Think  better  of  my  Prudence,  than  t*  imagine 
I’ll  give  ’em  the  leafl;  Opportunity. 

Truft  me,  to  guard  her  ftridly,  when  /he’s  mineJ  AlVfito. 

Elvira.  Truft  me,  to  hinder  her  from  being  thine. 

Alvar 0^*%  Wife  ! 

Fortune  can’t  favour  her  Ambition  more;. 

And  what  cou’d  love  do  rhore  to  ferve  the  Prince," 

Than  fixing  her  in  Portugal  for  ever. 

Where  they  may  figh,  gaze,  talk,  and - Oh  what  not? 

That  Thought  has  rais’d  a  Tempeftin  ray  Soitl, 

Not  to  be  calm’d  whijft  hated  Agms  lives. 

Enter  Bianca. 


Bianca.  Madam,  that  ferious.  Air.  illTuits  your  Fate  \ 
Fortune  this  Day  begins  to  change  her  Side.-, 

Afham’d  of  favouring  Fools,  and  Knaves  fo  long, 

To  make  fome  recom pence  file  courts  you  now. 

Does  fo  obligingly  afiift  you.r  Wifh, 

It  may  regain  the  Honour  file  has  loft  •, 

And  for  her  Blindnefs  paft,  this'Choice  attones." 

Elvira.  Fortune  beftows  her  Gifts  without  Diftindionp  ^ 
She  ne’reconfiders,  either  Fools,  or  Wife,  ' 
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But  follows  a  Caprice,  a  love  to  Change : 

,The  fawning  Jilt  ne’re  fmiles  but  to  deceive. 

And  but  deludes  me  here  with  vain  Succefs, 

Whilft  Tm  defeated  in  my  greateft  Hopes  *, 

In  kindnefs  fhe  pretends  to  wound  my  Foes, 

But  bafely  turns  my  Weapons  on  my  felf. 

Biama,  Defend  me  Heav’n  !  you’re  not  betray’d  I  hope  ! 

Blvira.  ’Tis  worfe,  to  fee  a  Plot  fo  well  dehgn’d, 

Secret  as  Fates  Decrees,  yet  unavailing. 

Bianca,  Dear  Madam,  How  have  you  been  mifinform’d  ? 
The  Princefs  bears  it  as  we  might  expecft,  ^ 

Th’efFe(ft  of  her  Difpleafure’s  yet  uncertain. 

But  we  may  hope  the  belt. 

Elvira.  It  is  not  her  I  fear. 

My  Brothers  Fondnefs  gives  me  Apprehenlions, 

W  hich  at  my  Souls  expence  I  wou’d  lhake  ofE 

But  the  Particulars  of  your  Succefs ! 

you  have  not  told  me  yet  your  grounds  of  Hope. 

Bianca,  I  fought  you  for  that  end. 

When  I’d  receiv'd  the  Letter  from  your  Hand, 

I  halted  to  the  Garden,  where  1  found 
The  Princefs  leaning  on  her  Rivals  Neck ; 
jThey  mingled  KilTes  with  the  tend’rell  Words, 

As  if  their  Rivalfhip  had  made  ’em  dear  s 

Nor  did  fhe  meet  her  Lord  with  greater  Kindnefs : 

As  foon  as  he  appear’d,  Jigms  delir’d 
PermilTion  to  retire,  which  Ihe  obtain’d : 

Th’occalion  fairly  offer’d,  I  obferv’d. 

And  waited  only,  till  the  Prince  had  ended 

His  laft  Endearments,  which  werelhort,  but  kind.  ' 

Then  I  approach'd,  the  Paper  in  ray  Hand  \ 

And  to  my  Wifb,  ftie  ask’d  me  what  I  held  v 
I  told  her  *twas  a  Letter dropp’d,  ’  r 

Juft  when  (he  left  her  Highnefs  5  *  . 

I’ll  give  it  herth’  unwary  Princefs  faid.  '  ‘ 

And  took  it  with  an  Air  fo  unconcern’d. 


As  plainly  Ihew’d  Ihe  fear’d  not  what  Ihe  found:^ 

And  that  a  friendly  Freedom  made  her  read  it, 

No  Spark  of  jealous  Curiollty. 

Elvira,  Dull,  fen felefs  peicc  of  Earth  !  and  then  Ihe  fmil' 
As  pleas’d  her  Friend  took  pity  of  her  love. 

Or  wept  for  Grief  that  Ihe  difturb’d  their  Joys, 

Say,  How  did  it  affed  her  ? 

Bianca,  She  neither  wept,  norfmird,  but  as  furpriz’d^ 

A  Momentary  Red  o’refpread  her  Face  ^ 

Soon  as  that  difappear’d,^  Ihe  only  ligb’d. 

And  read  irt  wice  with  all  her  nat’ral  Temper  \ 

Then,  with  a  Voice,  and  Afpeii  won’drous  mild^ 
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She  gave  Comftiand  that  all,  without  exception, 

ShouM  be  deny’d  admittance  to  her  Chamber  >  j 

^gnes  came  often  there,  but  was  refus’d. 

Which  fciz’d  her  with  fo  violent  a  Grief> 

Asfhew’d  her  love  furpafs’d  the  Princefles, 

Or  that  her  Moderation  was  far  lefs. 

Elvira,  The  Princefsis  a  lingular  Example 
Of  Apathy,  which  Stoicks  preach’d  in  vain  *, 

For  Nature’s  Laws  were  flillmorelirong  than  theirs ; 

But  fure  Confiantias  of  another  Kind, 

Not  made  of  the  fame  Elements  with  us, 

Or  Nature,  forming  her,  forgot  the  Fire. 

Oh !  cou’d  I  but  infufe  with  that  cold  Mats,  ej 

,Th’  excelllve  part  of  Spirit  which  boils  oVe, 

And  burns  within,  with  more  than  needful  Force, 

’Twou’d  heat  her  to  a  generous  aeftive  Rage^ 

Which  foon  wouM  free  her  from  that  Curfe,  a  RivaL 
I  wou’d  for  fuch  a  Change,  compound  with  Heav’n, 

For  all  the  Blellings  meant  to  be  my  Lot : 

But  Miracles  like  that,  are  only  wrought  to  ruine 
My  Brother  is  transform’d  for  my  Deftruflion  > 

That  noble  Pride  is  loft,  that  haughty  Soul, 

Which  look’d  on  all  below  it  withDifdain, 

Is  now  fubjedled  to  a  Womans  Scorn  :  ^ 

I  met  him  going  tathat  Sorcerefs, 

Joyful  to  lay  new  Honours  at  her  Feet, 

And  be  again  defpis’d.  Spight  of  her  Slights, 

Hefwears  he’ll  marry  her  by  Force  if  flierefufe; 

Gods !  muft  Ihe  have  all  Hearts  which  I  wou’d  claim  1’ 

Why  were  our  jarring  Fates  fo  nearly  fet  ? 

One  Heart  can  never  long  contain  two  Things, 

So  incompatible  as  Agms  and  Elvira. 

No,  nor  the  World  *,  or  She,  or  I,  muft  leave  it* 

Bianca.  Will  not  her  Banifljment  fuffice  ? 

Elvira.  Her  Banifhment !  What  to.my  Brothers  Arms  ^ 
Poor  fpirited  Alvaro\  grown  To  mean, 

He’d  take  her  from  the  Prince’s  Bed,  to  his  ^ 

Hell  and  Confulion  !  Muft  Ihe  be  his  Wife  ?' 

Bianca,  Rather  than  hope  to  be  in  time  the  Prince’^.^ 
Elvira.  Both’s  Death  to  me,  and  both  muft  be  prevented*. 
Bianca.  Have  you  confider  d,'  Madam,  your  Defign^ 

The  Danger,  and  the  Shame,  that  muft  attend  it?: 

Elvira.  So  Agnes  be  involv’d  in  equal  Fate, 

I  wou’d  not  ftop,  tho  Hell  were  in  my  way  %. 

’’Tis  paft  Dilpute,  fhe  dies  what  e’re  oppofe,! 

This  Day  lhaU  end  the  Triumphs  of  her 
This  Dav  he  facred  to  Revenge  for  ever. 

We’re  certafenQW  to  fimdher,  and  alon§,. 


Her  Friendlhip  is  too  nice  in  fuch  a  breach 
To  let  her  vifit,  or  be  viiited. 

Go  you  prepare  with  halle  and  fecrecy, 

Horfes,  and  fit  Dilguifo  for  us  both, 

That  we  may  fly  Coimbra,  if  fufpefted  ; 

and  Lorenzo  both  have  Intereif 
'And  both  Concern  enough,  to  gain  my  Pardon  ; 

Then  ui^net  has  provok’d  the  King  fo  far. 

He  II  cafily  forgive  a  Death  he  wilhes ; 

If  not,  the  World  affords  us  choice  Retreats,’ 

Countries  that  much  furpafs  our 

®  “r’  ungratfiful. 

(A  Fortune ferve  you  faithfully  as  1, 

And  take  your  part  in  ev’ry  Enterpiize, 
iWith  the  fame  Zeal,  as  you’re  obey’d  by  me. 

Thl  isThe  H  ^  -f  ^  Wift.' 

liHis  IS  the  Hour,  if  Fortune  will  be  kind, 

nHou^oft  fit  to  make  Revenge  compleati 

A  fingle  Death  s  too  little  for  my  Wrongs, 

ut  Lite,  and  Fame,  at  once,  is  worthy  them  •, 

i  ftis,  tor  my  Lover’s,  that  my  Brother’s  Heart. 

I^eath  extend. 

Ana  whdit  her  Name  is  known,  will  never  end. 


Z.ExeHnt: 


\W imm  Y^HYKh 


S  C  E  N  E  ir.  Enter  Agnes  and  her  Woman, 

And  none  be  fuffer  d  to  difturb  my  Thoughts.  r£A-,V  Womau 

How  much  our  Souls  and  Bodies  fympathizc!  ^ 

Now  that  my  Mind  is  fill’d  with  gloomy  Sadnefs, 

Light  IS  hateful  to  my  Eyes. 

Madam,  here  s  Don  Alvaro  to  wait  on  you 
He  won’t  be  refus’d  Admittance.  ^  ’ 

■^ina.  What  pains  a  hated  Lover  takes  to  fee  himfelf  delpis’d ! 

r.,  „  ,  „  Alvaro. 

yx7V  r  obeys,  and  fears,' 

"O  fcsrce  beholds  a  Creature  not  below  him, 

.With  pain  obtains  the  Grace  to  kneel  to  you. 

^  of"  Power  fo  vaft, 

fchou  d  floop  to  any  but  his  God,  or  King  i  -r 

I  pay  but  what  I  owe  your  Quality. 

Alvaro.  How  cruelly  you  Ihew  your  tnock-refpea « 

Refpea  to  Slaves  condemn’d,  is  but  Derifion, 

A  Barbarous,  Tyrannical  Infult. 

Agnes.  From  you  I  learn’d  that  witty  Tyranny  • 

For  under  colour  of  dillembled  Love,  ^  » 

Vou  plague  and  torture  more  elFeftuallv, 

i  han  aJ!  the  Hate  of  bare-fac’d  Enemies.  '^varo. 
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'jiharo]  If  loving  you  almoft  to  Adoration, 

And  throwing  all  my  Honours  at  your  Feet, 

If  that  be  tort’ring  you,  how  are  you  pleas'd  ? 

Obedience  pleafes  me* 

Alvaro.  I  wou’d  obey,  unjuft,  relentlefs  Fair, 

But  if  I  ceafe  my  Suit  I  lofe  my  Hopes  •, 

Where’s  then  the  Fruit  of  fuch  a  vain  Obedience  ? 

Agnei*  Enjoy  the  Fruit  then  of  your  Difobedience^ 

A  Hate,  as  obftinate,  as  fix’d  as  that. 

Alvaro,  Nature  has  been  unjullly  lavifh  here,. 

To  have  bellow’d  fo  rich  a  Stock  of  Beauty, 

As  mull  impoverilh  half  the  World  befide. 

On  one,  who  churlilhly  denies  Relief  to  llarving  BeggarsJ, 
Whilfl  the  wretched  Mifer,  but  hoards  a  Treafure 
.Which  fhe  cannot  ufe,  nor  will  it’s  Value  lall. 

Agms,  If  BeautybeaTreafure,  fure ’twas  meant 
For  a  Reward  to  Vertue-,  whilll  the  reft. 

The  Riches,  Honours,  all  the  Gifts  of  Fortune, 

Are  blindly  giv’n  to  thofe  who  leaft  deferve  •, 

Whofe  Servile  Souls  make  ’em  more  fit  to  ftoop 
Through  all  the  little  ways  that  lead  to  Greatneli.' 

Alvaro,  The  Great  are  only  Vertuous  ^  What  but  PoW% 
Makes  Actions  Right,  or  Wrong?  Accept  my  Love, 

And  you  (hall  fee  your  felf  above  controul; 

, Where  none,  in  Thought,  dare  taxyouofaFauIt*^ 
uignes.  My  Innocence  is  more  to  me  than  Fame,: 

Your  boafted  Pow’r  can  only  give  a  Name  ^ 

A  Name  which  all  that  know  you  will  defpife : 

I  fee  you  worfliipp’d  like  a  God  ’tis  true. 

But  ’tis  with  Worlhip  fuch  as  Indians^zli  f 
They  fear,  but  hate,  and  curfe  you  at  the  Heart  s; 

My  pure  unbyafs’d  Soul,  from  Int’reft  free,, 

Un mov’d,  by  what  the  Vulgar  tremble  at,. 

Defies  that  Devil  which  it  fees  within  : 

I  lee  it,  through  the  gilded,  thin  difguife; 

Alvaro,  That  Devil  you  defie,  may  make  you  fear  5^, 

Your  God  is  abfent,  for  your  Worlhip’s  known  ^ 

I’ll  feize  his  Heav’n,  h’as  fix’d  it  in  your  Charms, 

And  give  him  Hell,  to  fee  you  in  my  Arms. 

AgneSi  Monfter  of  Nature,  1  deteft  the  Thought* 
Enquire  if  the  Princefs  may  be  feen.  ' 

If  file  is  chang’d.  What  can  remain  the  lame  ?: 

The  Heav’ns  did  not  mor^  regularly  move  r. 

She  Teem’d  immediately  infpir’d  from  thence  5 
So  juft,  and  of  a  Piece,,  was  all  her-  Thoughts  r 
She  is  infpir’d,,  ’tis  Heav’n  diredls  hernow^  , 

For  Heav’n  is  angry  that  this  Day  fiioi^e.  * 
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iWhat  can  I  hope,  abandon’d  by  the  Princefs, 

WhofeGoodnefsonly  chas’d  away  ir.y  fears  ? 

Oh  !  ihe’s  unkind,  (he’s  in  one  hour  transform’d  ! 

What  have  I  done,  nay  thought,  that  con’d  difpleafe  her  ? 

Did  I  not  part  from  her  with  fome  regret  ? 

Was  i  not  griev’d  fhe  gave  me  leave  to  go  ? 

Methought  I  wilh’d  to  fee  the  Prince  once  more. 

And  then  began  to  apprehend  his  Danger, 

With  anxious  fears  I  had  not  known  till  then. 

But  if  Ihe  knew  thofe  Thoughts,  (he’d  know  as  well 
I  check’d  the  flnful  Tumult  in  my  Breafl:, 

Not  lefs  offended  with  the  Guilt  than  fhe. 

Woman. 

Woman.  Madam,  the  Princefs  has  juft  left  her  Chamber. 

^gms.  Whither  does  fhe  intend  ? 

Woman.  It  is  not  known. 

Only  fuppos’d,  flie  went  to  walk  in  private, 

Being  unattended. 

./^gnof.  Perhaps  fhe  may.  Pie  feek  her  in  the  Garden, 

And  know  my  Grime,  or  die  for  Expiation; 

£nUr  Princefs. .  ^ 

Princefs.  Already  dark  !  Time  does  not  creep  fo  flow, 

Jhat  we  had  need  t’anticipate  the  N  ight. 

Woman.  ’Twas  my  Lady’s  Order  to  entertain  her  Grief,  ^ 

But  if  your  Highnefs  pleafes.  I’ll - 

Princefs.  Oh  no,  let  it  be  thus,  I  like  it  well. 

All  that  looks  mournful  fuits  my  Mifery.  CTi  her  felf. 

But  why  fliould  fhe  be  fad  ?  * 

Can  Guilt,  and  Innocence,  have  like  Defires  ? 

This  Melancholly  Fancy  pleafes  me. 
iWhere  is  your  Lady  ?  . 

Woman.  Madam,  fhe’s  juft  gone  out,  withadeflgn 
To  wait  upon  your  Highnefs. 

Princefs.  Tell  her  I  will  expeft  her  here.  Womsm. 

’Twere  moft  unjuft  to  punifh  her  unheard,  “ 

Thus  far  I  owe,  to  one  that  was  my  Friend, 

To  one,  who  tho  ungrateful  ftill  I  love. 

JJomething  methinks,  pleads  ftrongly  for  her  Trutb^ 

•  V  Tells  me  fhe  may  be  wrong’d,  and  innocent  % 

Yet  what  fhou’d  move  Bianca  to  deceive  me  ? 

What  intereft  cou’d  fhe  have  ?  What  end  in  that  ? 

-  No,  no,  ’tis  plain, 
j^gnes  is  falfe,  as  falfe  as  fhe  was  true ; 

For  Ihe  was  true,  till  by  the  Prince  feduc’d. 

The  Prince !  that  Name’s  enough  for  her  excufe* 

What  Vertuc  can  be  proof  againft  his  Charms  ? 
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That  irrefiftable,  that  God-like  Man 
Yet  much  fhe  might  have  fuffer’d,  much  for 
For  none  cou’d  love  more  tenderly  than  I  j 
I  found  in  her  fuppos’d  Fidelity 
Full  Recompence  for  all  I  loH:  before  ; 

My  Husband’s  want  of  Love  her  Love  atton’d  : 

This  was  a  blow  llruck  to  the  very  Heart, 

There’s  novy  no  Remedy  in  Nature  left  ^ 

No,  both  fhall  fee  me  quickly  in  my  Grave ; 

My  Death  will  make  your  Loves  more  innocent, 

Your  Guilt,  and  my  Misfortunes  in  one  Tomb,  for  ever  lhall  belaid.’ 

Eftter  Elvira  behind  the  Princefs, 

Elvira.  Alone  in  Darknefs,  and  fo  fitly  plac’d  ! 

Now  vanifh  all  that’s  womanifh  or  foft  ^  \^Stabs  her  in  the  BacL 

Rival,  Revenge  has  Laid  this  Hour’s  thy  lafl  ^ 

And  to  torment  thee  in  thy  lateft  Gafp, 

Know,  by  my  Means,  the  Princefs  thinks  thee  falfe. 

Princefs.  Wicked  £/w^,  thy  miflaking  hand, 

Has  done  a  Deed  too  good  for  thy  Defign  j 
Heav’n  guided  it,  to  eafe  me  of  a  Life, 

Which  was  a  heavy,  grievous  Burthen  grown  : 

And  hinder  thy  Intent  to  fnatch  from  hence, 

The  choiceil  Jewel,  which  the  World  cou’d  boall.’ 

Elvira.  Curfi:  be  the  fatal  Pow’r  that  guided  me  y 
Cnrfi:  be  the  Arm  that  blindly  did  obey  y 

Take  the  Reward  thy  Treachery  deferves :  \^Stahs  her  ’^Arm\  and 
Oh  !  I  have  bravely  hazarded  my  Life,  ^throws  avpoy  the  Dttgger^ 

To  make  a  Pafiage  open  for  my  Rival, 

To  bring  her  fafely  to  the  Prince’s  Arms, 

To  give  the  longing  Lovers  all  they  wilh’d  ^ 

Curit,  curft,  Elvira! 

Enter  Agnes. 

Here’s  my  proud  Enemy  *,  -Ha,  is  fhe  here  ? 

I  feel  new  Mifchief  brooding  in  my  Soul  *, 

Aid  me  this  once  the  great  Infernal  Tribe, 

"Sov Agnes  Death,  my  Soul  lhall  be  the  Bribe.’  \ExiU  Et' 

Princefs.  Now  let  me  die  in  Peace,  fince  Heav’n  alloWs 
Me  once  to  fee  thee,  dearefi:,  injur’d  Maid. 

Agnes.  Now  let  my  Soul  be  calm,  die  all  my  Fears, 

Since  you,  the  Objed  of  my  Hopes,  are  kind : 

Not  Ships  in  Storms,  not  Travellers  benighted, 

Amongft  wild  Beads,  left  in  a  lonely  Wood, 

Can  half  exprefs  the  Anguilh  I  have  felt. 

Depriv’d  of  you,  my  Light,  my  Guard,  my  All. 

Princefs.  Forgive  me  Child,  be  all  thy  W' rongs  forgot. 

For  ever  walk’d  away,  in  my  Life’s  Blood. 

Agnes.  Better  all  Womankind  at  once  ftiou’d  perifh, 

Tfian  you,  the  foie  perfedion  of  the  Sex, 
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The  greatefl:  Blefling,  of  the  whole  Creation. 

Princefs,  Say  rather,  the  Incumbrance  of  the  Earth  5 
One  who  but  liv’d  for  an  unhappy  Plague,, 

To  the  moft  Noble,  moil  Divine  of  Men  *, 

, Which  Heav’n,  grown  mild,  moft  kindly  does  remove. 

With  this  additional  Favour  to  my  Death  1 
That  it  preferves  thy  dearer  envy’d  Life, 

And  in  thy  Life,  the  Prince’s. 

j^gnes.  Horrible  Myftery,  of  Life,  and  Death, 

Oh  eafe  my  trembling  Heart  1  What  mean  you  Madam  ? 

Princefs.  Fear  only  for  thy  Self,  for  I  am  well  ; 

But,  Jgnes.^  thou  haft  many  Enemies. 

The  Death  I  have  receiv’d  was  meant  for  thcc; 

'Elviras  black  Defgn,  whofe  Envy  fir  ft 
Contriv’d  againft  thy  Fame,  and  then  thy  Life  y 
But  by  a  happy  Error  both  are  fafe  *, 

At  once  fhe  gave  the  welcome  Deadly  Blow, 

And  with  malicious  Boafting,  clear’d  thy  Vertue. 

uignes.  Perifb  the  Sacrilegious,  Heliifh  Hand  \ 

Too  fatally  it  wounded  where  it  aim’d, 

And  gave  me  double  Death  in  ftriking  you. 

Ah  cruel  Fate  1  Was  there  no  other  way. 

To  make  us  Friends,  but  parting  us  for  ever  ?  • 

Wou’d  I  had  rather  dy’d  unjuftify’d, 

Contemn’d,  and  loath’d,  by  you,  and  all  the  World. 

Princefs,  Be  lefs  tranfportcd  *,  thy  too  moving  Grief, 

Had  almoft  forc’d  from  me  a  Wilh  to  live. 

^gnes.  Alas  !  my  heed  lefs  Sorrow  had  forgot. 

To  call  Affiftance,  for  ray  dearefl  Princefs.  tf^oing.^  the  Princefs  holds  her.. 

Princefs,  It  wou’d  be  vain,  for  Death  has  feiz’d  me  ail. 

And  if  thou  go’fl,  I  ne’re  fhall  fee  the  more, 

ThefeEyes  will  befhutup  in lafling Night. 

Stay,  and  receive  a  dying  Friend’s  Requeft  ^ 

Believe  thou  always  haft  been  dear  to  me  : 

Ev’n  when  1  fear’d  thee  Faife,  I  thought  thee  True  5 

And  let  this  Forgery,  excufemy  Fear.  [Clv.cs  her  a  Lette>\ 

Then,  if  thou’fl  ever  bore  me  true  Affeftion, 

Double  it  on  the  Prince,  my  better  part  ^ 

Intreat  him  to  forgive  me  for  thy  fake, 

The  Troubles,  I  unwillingly  have  caus’d  hinii 
Be  thou  to  young  Fernando.^  what  I  was  *, 

Speak  of  me  to  him.  Don’t  forget  thy  Friend  y 
Remember  with  my  latefl  Breath,  I  beg, 

1  charge  thee  love  the  Prince,  I  charge  thee  marry  him,. 

My  Dear  I’m  going,  Heav’n  receive  my  Soul. 

j^gnes.  Oh!,  file’s  gone,  fhe’sgone,  and  left  me  here! 

But  I  (hall overtake  mydear>  dear,  Miftrefs. 

3:MsPonyard5  Purple  with  her  gregious  Blood  y. 


""Tis  ufelefs,  Grief  has  kindly  done  its  Work.  Jhe  is  going  to  kill  her 

USelf^  jhe  falls  in  a  S  woon* 

Enter  the  King^  Alvaro,  Lorenzo,  Elvira,  Bianca,  Diego,  Pedro,  Cuello. 

King,  Heav’ns  nobleft  Gift,  torn  from  the  groaning  Earth, 

By  Hells  curft  Engine.  Oh  my  deareft  Daughter  1 

Elvira,  The  wicked  Author  has  aveng’d  her  Death  j  I 

Her  Fear,  has  defp’rately  prevented  Juftice. 

King.  The  vileft  Hand  fhou’d  punilh  fuch  a  Crime  *, 

Hers  was  the  httefl:  for  the  Execution. 

Alvaro,  She  has  no  Wound,  fome  help  is  requifite  > 

She  breaths,  and  ftirs. 

King,  Remove  her,  and  be  careful  of  her  Life, 

That  Ihe  may  die  in  painful  Agonies. 

Someftrange,  unheard-of  Torture  IhouM  be  made, 

For  this  foul  Adb,  which  has  no  Precedent. 

Alvaro.  But  Sifter,  Are  you  certain  Agnes  did  it  ? 

King.  Relate  particularly,  all  you  know. 

Elvira,  This  Wound  is  wicnefs  of  that  horrid  Truth? 

Which  Juftice  will  not  fuffer  me  to  hide. 

Hither  1  came  to  vifit  Agnes,,  Sir  •, 

But  finding  the  unhappy  Princefs  here. 

And  feeing  both  in  Heat,  retir’d  unfeen  ^ 

I  fcarce  had  pafs’d  one  Room,  when  a  (hrill  Cry 
Recall’d  me,  trembling,  to  a  dreadful  Sight, 

The  Princefs  weakly  ftrugling  for  her  Life, 

Which  Agnes  threatned  with  a  lifted  Ponyard  ^ 

I  wildly  flew,  and  dragM  her  from  her  Prey, 

At  which  enrag’d  fhe  ftruck  this  aiding  Arm, 

Now  quite  disabled,  forc’d  to  loofe  its  Hold  5 
Then  ran  and  ftab’d  the  Princefs  in  the  Back, 

Who  out  of  breath,  and  weary’d  with  Reliftance, 

Had  fall’n  into  the  Seat  where  now  fhe  lies, 

Cold,  Motionlefs,  and  ne’r  to  rife  again. 

Bianca,  I  was  Spedator  of  this  fad  Adventure, 

For  1  alone  attended  on  the  Princefs  s 
Her  Highnefs  Ihew’d  a  Letter  to  Agnes ^ 

At  which  they  both  feem’d  mov’d  : 

I  was  commanded  then  to  leave  the  Room, 

But  foon  return’d,  hearing  unufual  Noife; 

And  feeing  Agnes  with  a  naked  Dagger, 

My  Shreeking,  brought  Donna  back. 

Alvaro.  Perhaps  this  is  the  Letter  you  have  nam’d  j 
^Tisfrom  the  Prince,  To  the  Coy^  Terttmu  Agnes.  £GiVcs  it  the  Ksng» 

King.  ’Tis  not  Don  Fedro'^  Hand. 

Alvaro.  He  makes  excufe  for  his  difguiflng  it  ^AJtde, 

My  Rival,  may  be,  has  not  yet  enjoy’d  her ; 
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But  if  he  has,  fliall  I  live  unreveag’d  ? 

Methinks  twere  brave,  both  for  iny  Love,  and  Anger, 

To  force  the  charming,  fair,  damn’d  Hypocrite. 

Here  ’tis  impoffibie  *,  I  mufl;  remove  her. 

And  manage  fo,  the  King  may  ne’r  flifpect  me, 

But  the  Prince’s  Agents. 

Infamous  Strumpet !  Barb’rous  Murd’refs ! 

Without  thefe  Evidences,  'tis  undoubted, 

•^^ncs  alone  cou  d  wifh  Conflanti^Ps  IDeath  ^ 

For  fhe  had  fuch  a  gen’ral,  winning  Goodnefs, 

So  eafily  forgave  the  greateft  Wrongs, 

And  was  fo  over^tender  of  her  Friends, 

Twas  all  Mankinds  concern  that  fhe  fnou’d  live  ^ 

Nay  j^gnes  ow’d  her  more  than  all  the  World, 

And  fhe,  Ungrateful  Wretch  !  has  paid  her  thus  i 
.Thefe  are  the  curft  EfFedts  of  fhameful  Love. 

There  never  was  a  Scornful  Maid  like  Agms, 

Afrediing  coy  Referv’dnefs  more  than  common, 

But  entertain’d  a  fecret,  linful  Flame. 

King,  That  Flame  a  fiercer  Fire  mufl  extinguifh  j 
She  (hall  be  tortur’d  firfl*,  then  burnt  alive.  it..  '  ' 

LQrenzo,^  (he’s  your  Pris’ner,  keep  her  ftridlly. 

Lorenzo,  If  I  durft  beg  for  her  a  milder  Doom ! 

King.  But  that  I  know  thee  honefl,  I  fhou’d  think 
Thou  wert  Accomplice  in  this  bafe  Intrigue. 

Thou  lov  ft  my  Son,  yet  I  believ’d  Lorenzo 
Wou’d  part  with  Life,  but  not  his  Honour  for  him. 

Lorenzo.  I  thought  it  not  difhonourable.  Sir — — 

King,  No  more^^  I’ll  hear  no  Interceflion  for  her  i 
That  Man’s  a  Traitor  who  dares  wifh  her  Life  \  ;  j . 

Had  file  ten  thoufand  they  were  all  too  few. 

Oh !  if  her  Rage  had  Butcher’d  half  Mankind^ 

Not  one  had  fall’n  lamented  like  Confiantm^ 

That  murder’d,  matchlefs  Vertue.  Poor  Princefs!  ‘ITi 

Carry  her  from  this  poyfon’d,  hated  Place : 

And  let  us  all  thole  gen’ral  Crimes  lament. 

For  which  this  Univerfal  Judgment’s  fent.  [^Ex*Kwg^  Elvira  after  the  Bodf, 
Alvaro,  Pedro,  Cnelio,  2Lnd  Diego,  ftay.  IS  oft  ly  to  them. 

Don  Lorenzo^  but  one  Ihort  Word  with  you  j 
Do  you  love  Agnes  de  Cafiro  ? 

Lorenzo,  That  Queftion’s  ftrange,  you  know  I  love  your  Sifter., 
Alvaro,  What  mov’d  youthen  to  take  her  partfo  kindly  ? 

^Lorenzo,  Comp^allion  is  indeed  a  Miracle 
,^is  true  I  had  a  ftronger  Motive. 

Alvaro,  Love,  you  mean; 

Lorenzo,  The  Prince’s  Love  for  Agnes  h  no  Secret^ 

Nor  the  Refpeft  I  bear  him  any  News ; 

That  kt  together  may  refolyc  the  Riddle.. 
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But  I  mufl  give  fome  Orders  for  my  Pris  ner. 

Die^o  be  you  near,  I  fhall  employ  you.  XXxit  LorenZo* 

Alvaro.  There's  no  tamp’ring  with  him,  he’s  ftriitly  honeft, 

And  firmly  faftned  to  the  Prince’s  IntTeft. 

Viegoy  you  remember,  and  you  Fedroy 

Since  the  Prince  fent  you  Home,  Cafiiier’d,  and  in  Difgrace.' 

Diego,  We  well  remember  it. 

Tedro,  And  that  we  owe  our  Re-eftablifliment  to  your  foie  Bounty.- 
Alvaro,  1  fee  you  arc  grateful,  and  now  offer  you 
The  way  to  over- pay  me  all  you  owe. 

And  be  reveng’d  for  an  Affront  fo  ihameful. 

Diego,  When  you  vouchfafe  to  give  us  your  Commands^ 

You  but  encreafe  our  Debts  by  your  new  Favours  ^ 

For  ’tis  our  highefl  Honour  to  obey  you. 

Alvaro,  I  think  Lorenz.o  trufts  you  much  Diego, 

Diego,  Tve  ferv’d  him  faithfully,  and  gain’d  his  Favour. 

Alvaro.  You  wou’d  not  then  betray  him  for  my  Sake  ? 

Diego.  To  ferve  my  Patron,  I’d  betray  my  Father.  ^ 

Alvaro,  Serve  me  efedually  in  this  Concern, 

Then  ask  what  e’r  you  wifh,  ’tis  yours  I  promife  ^  ^Ti  DiegpC 

Tedro  the  fame  to  you*  ’Tis  probable 

Lorenz.0  (when  he  leaves  her)  will  commit 

Agnes  de  Caflro  to  your  Charge  t 

If  fo,  you  eafily  may  make  me  happy  ^ 

Deliver  her  to  Pedro^  who  fhall  wait 
Well  guarded  to  receive  her  from  your  Hands, 

And  carry  her  where  I  fhall  order  him. 

Diego,  I  muff  go  too,  or  flay  to  die  for  her. 


Alvaro,  Fear  not,' 

You  know  Lorenzo  is  the  Prince’s  Favourite, 

I  can  perfwade  the  King  with  fhow  of  Reafon,, 
He  did  it  to  preferve  hi&  Mafler’s  Miflrefs  •, 

But  tho  you  were  difcover’d,  I  have  Pow’r 
Enough  to  give  you  full  Security- 
Diego,  My  Life  can  ne’r  be  better  hazarded 
Than  in  your  Service ;  but  if  Ihe  refills  ? 

Alvaro.  She  mufl  be  ignorant  of  your  Defigm 
Pedro.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  one  Objeftion  : 
Will  it  not  rather  pleafe  than  grieve  the  Prince, 
To  fave  his  Miflrefs  from  the  Arms  of  Death  ?' 

Alvaro,  A  Rival’s  Arms  will  be  more  terrible^ 
If  Love  as  fierce  as  mine  enflame  his  Heart : 

I’d  rather  fee  her  Damn’d,  than  fee  her  his.' 

Diego,  be  ready,  I’ll  to  Don 
E’r  this  he  wants  me  for  his  Pris’ners  Guard  5, 
And  I  IhalFguard  her,  fafer  than  he  thinks.. 

Sir,  doubt  not  of  my  Faith,  or  Diligence.. 
1‘Knovir  thou  ioy’it  thy  felftoo 


^gnes  de  Lajiro^ 

I  mufl:  enflame  the  King  againft  his  Son  •, 

Saving  the  Murd’refs  of  bis  Wife,  is  Fuel 
Which  by  my  Art  fhall  blaze  to  his  Dellrudion.' 

Tedro  we  mufl:  prepare  for  our  great  Work  , 

,Oh  Fate !  I  thank  thee,  if  thou  had  defign’d 
So  Angular  a  Grace,  ’tis  wond’rous  kind  > 

Love,  which  cou’d  fcarce  with  IntVefl:  eV  agree, 

Now  ferves  Ambition  and  Revenge  for  me.  l^Exeimt: 

The  End  of  the  Third 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

[Agnes  in  aSwoony  Women  about  her  endeavouring  to  recover  her,  LorenZO. 

[^gnes^  ^^Ruel  Tormentors,  let  me  die  in  quiet  *, 

Here  by  my  murther  d  Princefs,  let  me  die. 
jWhere  is  Ihe  ?  Ha  !  what  have  you  done  with  her  ?  [_Start  sup, 

I  beg  you  tell  me,  for  I’ll  never  leave  her  *, 

Show  me  her  Grave  *,  fince  you  refufe  me  Death, 

i’ll  be  intomb’d  alive,  with  my  dead  Friend.  \f)fers  togo^hortnio  flops  her, 
Lorenzo,  Pardon  me,  Madam,  this  ingrateful  Office, 
i  mufl:  not  let  you  go. 

Agnes,  He  thinks  me  mad,  indeed  I  fliou’d  be  fb  *, 

Madnefs  wou’d  be  more  reafonablc  now, 

More  decent  in  my  Cafe,  than  ftupid  Patience  •, 

But  I  retain  a  wild,  a  raving  Reafon  : 

Have  I  not  reafon  thus  to  tear  my  Hair  ? 

■To  fall  upon  the  Ground,  and  mourn  my  Princefs  ? 

Have  I  not  reafon  too,  to  curfe  Elvira  ? 

Lorenzo,  Madam;  indeed  you  cannot  grieve  too  much  > 

But  fpeak  more  charitably  of  Elvira^ 

For  in  her  Cafe,  you  wouM  have  done  the  fame. 

Agnes,  What,  czn  Lorenzo  jnllify  her  Crime! 

Oh  molt  unworthy  of  thy  Prince’s  love  ! 

Tho  ffie’s  thy  Miftrefs,  dar’il  thou  take  her  part. 

In  fuch  an  Adlion,  done  againfl:  thy  Patron, 

Which  robs  him  mofl:  inhumanly,  of  her 
^Who  lov’d  him  moft,  and  mofl:  deferv’d  his  Love  ? 

Lorenzo.  Madam,  You  know  him  not  fo  well  as  I ; 

My  Prince  himfelf  wou’d  not  condemn  Elvira, 

Agnes,  Bafe  Detractor  1  thy  Mailer  is  moll  juft  % 

And  tho  her  Life  had  not  been  dear  to  him. 

He  wou’d  condemn,  and  generoiifly  lament, 

A  Fate  fo  fad,  and  fo  deplorable. 

Lorenli 
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Juries  de  (^afiro^.  \  s 

Lmnio.  ’Tis  from  that  gen’rous  Jullice  I  affirm^ 

He  wou’d  not  blame  Elvira. 

j^gnes.  Give  me  Patience  Heav'^n  ! 

How  impudently  he  defends  her  llill  I 
What  can’ll  thou  fay  to  plead  fo  foul  a  Caufe  ? 

’ Tis  true,  her  Aim  was  at  my  worthlefs  Life : 

But  did  I  ever  give  her  Provocation  ? 

If  any  Wrongs  cou’d  juftifie  a  Murder. 

Lorenzo,  Your  Rage  transports  you,  Madam  \ 

It  does  not  merit  that  opprobrious  Term. 

uignes.  Oh  no  !  She  had  been  innocent  indeed,' 

If  1  had  falPn  a  Vidim  to  her  Hate  ^ 

But  (toprolongmy  Woes)  that  was  not  fufFer’d, 

And  cruel  Fate,  can  only  be  accus’d. 

Ah  I  Why  w^as  her  more  kind  Intention  hinder’d  ? 

Why  was  not  that  iU-guIded  Inllruraent 

Plung’d  deep  in  my  Hearts  Blood,  to  glut  her  Rage  ?'  ^ 

Lorenzo,  Did  (lie  then  make  attempt  againfl:  your  Life  1 
Agnes,  Has  not  Elvira  own’d  ’twas  her  Defign  ? 

What  cou’d  Ihe  urge  but  that  in  her  Defence  ? 

And  by  what  other  way  cou’d  you  excufe  her  ? 

Sure  the  moll  Savage  Nature  cou’d  not  harbour 
A  Thought  againll  fo  mild,  fo  good  a  Princefs : 

Ah  Lorenzo !  Before,  I  wonder’d  that  you  Ihould  defend  her  v- 
I  tremble  now,  with  Horror  at  you  for  it. 

Lorenzo.  Youama!zeme,  what  do  you  accufe  her  of  ? 

Agnes.  Why  do  you  trifle  with  a  wretched  Maid  ? 

Ah  miferable  Agnes !  Ihun  Mankind  i 
There’s  nothing  vertuous,  fince  Conjlantms  gone,. 

No  Life  without  her  ^  I’ll  go  find  her  out,  .  , 

And  breath  my  Soul  into  her  Lifelefs  Corps. 

Lorenzo.  Madam,  I  have  ftrift  Order  to  retain  you?- 
You  are  my  Pris’ner. 

Agnes,  Your  Pris’ner  1  Sure  you’ve  loft  your  Wits  Lonnto. 

Lorenzo,  This  feeming  Ignorance  will  not  avaiLyou  *, 

Elvira  has  difcover’d  all  the  Fad  : 

’T were  better  to  repent  and  own  your  Crime, 

Than  pull  new  Judgments  on  your  guilty  Head,  by  falfly  tWDg  fieri. 

'  Agnes,  If  what  1  darkly  apprehend  be  true, 

In  vain  have  all  my  Thoughts  been  innocent, 

In  vain  have  all  ray  Adions  aim’d  at  Glory. 

Ah  Don  Lorenzo  I  No,  it  cannot  be  *, 

I  have  ftrange  Fears,  but  ’tis  impoffible 
.What  is  my  Crime  ?  be  plain,  and  clear  my  Doubts* 

Lorenzo.  Elvira^  and  Bianca.^  have  declar’d' 

Before  the  King,  they  faw.you  kill  the  Princefs^ 

Agnes o  Aiid  Ue  believes  it  ?'  you  believe  it  tooJ/ 

Alas ! .  none  ihatl  m 


We  found  you.  Madam,  lying  by  the  Prinrpr*' 
Holding  the  bloody  Ponyard  in  your  Hand.  ^  ^“"cefi., 

^gnes.  Grief  for  her  Lofs,  had  mov’d  a  finful  Thouuht 
Of  laying  violent  Hands  upon  iny  felf :  “Ougat, 

Oh  Heaven  !  did  you  prevent  my  Guilt  in  that 
And  yet  permit  the  Innocence  you  fav’d 
iTo  be  reproach’d  with  a  more  horrid  Crime  > 

Lorenz.0.  Madam,  be  careful : 

What  probably  cou’d  be  Elvtrd’l  Motive 
(To  kill  the  Princeis  ?  ’ 

uignes.  Alas  I  have  no  Witnefs  of  mv  Truth  • 

may  know  each  other  : 
m  pleas  d  I  fpeak  to  you,  for  you  are  honell 

And  love,  I  think,  Ehira  lefs  than  Jultice. 

Lorenz.0.  Sneak,  Madam,  for  I  love  my  Prince  fo  well 
I  d  rather  find  her  criminal,  than  you.  ^  ’ 

Tf  excluded  Heav’n, 

Ir  I  lhall  utter  ought  befide  the  Truth  5 

Princefs  came  alone  to  find  me  here. 

And  fent  for  me,  for  I  was  jull  gone  out. 
iWhen  I  return’d,  I  faw  Elvira  By 

'And  (Oh  moft  dreadful  Sight !)  my  Princefs  dying  ;  ■ 

She  told  me  with  her  lalt,  expiring  Breath,  ^  ^ 

Elvira  had  defign  d  thofe  Wounds  for  me 
|The  lad  Miltake,  occalion’d  by  the  Place  I 
'And  that  in  wounding  her  Ihe  clear’d  my  Fame ; 

Winch  by  a  Letter,  forg’d  I  know  not  how. 

She  had  before  afpersM. 

Lovenzj),  Was  not  Bianca  with  the  Princefs  ^ 

A  "X  f*-  ^  *  *  AiXV  • 

^gncs.  I  law  her  not. 

Lorenzj),  Yet  Ihe  protefcs  agaiplf  you  ' 

Elvira  has  a  Wound  too,  which  confirms  her  Accufation. 

^gnes.  Alas !  I  know^no  more  ^  the  Princefs  fcarce 
Had  Life  enough  to  give  me  her  Commands. 

Lorenz.0  kneel,  and  join  in  what  1  ask  ; 

Sacred  Divinity,  hear  our  juft  Prayer  ; 

Let  not  the  Guilty  ’fcape  unpunilli’d  here, 

Grange  uncommon  Judgment  Ihow, 

.Who  fhed  that  Blood  which  cries  to  thee  for  Vengeance, 

And  by  her  tort  ring  Confcience,  clear  the  InjurM. 

Loren:^o.  Hear  her  and  guide'my  Heart  to  favour  irioft, 
Her,  whom  thy  Wifdom  knows  to  be  moll  juH 

/Ignes  How  ftrange  a  Charm  is  Vertue  in  a  Soul ! 

Mine  feels  a  Calm  almoft  incredible. 

After  thofe  bluft’ring  Storms,  in  which  ’twas  toft. 

^<^^nz.o.  Tho  all  Appearances  are  much  againft  her, 

Her  Looks,  her  Grief,  and  Manner  of  Expreffion, 

Have  fomething  fo  fincere,  and  unconftrain’d. 
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’They  v/otiM  perfwade  me  fhe  is  innocent  ; 

Whether  my  fear  to  wrong  the  Guiitlefs  move  me 
Or  that  I  am  infpir’d  from  Heav’n,  fknow  not  •  ^ 

But,  Madam,  if  you  dare  confide  in  me,  , 

ITi  carry  you  where  you  fiiall  be  feciire  ^ 

From  thofe  Indignities,  defignM  you  here, 

L  m'cnz^o  no,  Fni  not  fo  fond  of  life 
'J'o  have  it,  by  involving  yoii  in  mine. 

Lor,  My  danger’s  little,  I  can  fly  with  you, 

Or  to  the  Prince,  he  will  be  my  Protedor. 

Jgr/,  What  wou’d  the  World  conclude  from  fuch  a  flight  ? 
I  cou’d  not  give  a  greater  confirmation. 

To  what  they  now  injiirioufly  fiifped. 

Than  flying  with  the  Prince’s  Favourite ; 

Nay  worfe,  ’cwouldcalta  blemilh  on  the  Prince, 

And  raife  fufpicions  he  were  accelTary. 

Lor,  You  rather  chufe  a  death  mofl:  infamous. 

1  do  not  chufe, 

'  What  by  all  decent  ways  I  wou’d  avoid, 

But  bear  it,  as  a  fatal  confequence 
Of  that  which  Honour  forces  me  to  take. 

Lor.  Your  fcruples  are  more  nice  than  reafonable*. 

What  fcandai  can  your  Enemies  invent 
More  ignominious,  than  is  now  believ’d  ?, 

Or  will  your  Haying  here,  regain  your  fame? 

At  leafl:  I  fhall  enjoy  this  confolation. 

They  couM  not  ground  their  malice  on  my  adions; 

And  if  my  rigid  Stars  ordain  my  fharae, 

I’d  better  die  to  lay  it  in  oblivion. 

Than  live  to  make  my  infamy  more  kfting. 

Lor,  Since  I  believe  her  wrongfully  condemn’d, 

Unlefs  I  aid  her,  I’m  her  Murderer- 
Something  I  muH  endeavour  for  your  fafety. 

j4g?7.  Generous  Loren^o^  do  not  tempt  your  fate, 

’Tis  rafii  to  leap  after  a  drojwning.  Friend, 

W iren  a  tempcHuoiisr aging  Sea  affords 
No  hopes  of  ought,  but  mine  t.o  yQuiTelf.  _ 

^.Lor,  Youi'  cafe,  J  hope,  is  not  ff)  defperate  *, 

And  ’tV/ere  moH  barbVous  to  fee  you  fink. 

When  Handing  fheker’d  irom  the  threatning  ftornii 
I  could, atte.mpt  to  fave  you  without  hazard  j 
’Tis  by  the  Prince’s  Arms  I  hope  to  do  k, 

Nor  will  defer  wiiat  Pve  refoiv’d  one  moment,, 

In  tvro  hours  time  lean  be  with  my  Mafcer  y 
Be  pleas’d  to  give  me  your  Commands  in  brief, 

jHgn.  Since  i  in  vain  pCiTwadCrryou  not  to  go. 
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But  to  believe,  rdi8  mofl:  innocent. 

1-A)r.  Pil  obey  you, 

But  hope  to  find  his  Jullice  more  effedual. 

This  Night  fiinli  bring  you  news  of  my  Succcfs, 

Mean  while,  I  leave  you  to  Diegfh  Charge, 

He’s  faithful,  will  treat  you  with  Refpcd. 

Agnes  alone. 

How  falHy  do  the  mofl:  of  Mankind  judge, 

Who  think  the  Fortunate  are  only  happy  • 

The  Vulgar,  charm’d  with  what  affeds  the  Sence' 

KeV  know  the  nobler  riches  of  the  Mind^  ^ 

Nor  that  peculiar  priviledge  of  Vertue, 

To  make  the  Poor  diftrefs’d,  great  and  content  * 

Condemn’d,  defpisM,  and  Pris’ner  as  I  am, 

1  wou’d  not  change  Conditions  \N\t\i Elvira, 

Enter  Diego,  with  ?^dro  and  Soldiers 
Etego,,  Madam,  the  King  has  fent  thefe  Meflengers 
To  move  you  to  a  more  fecure  Confinement. 

^gn,  Perhaps^to  Death,  an  ignominious  Death  * 

But  I  fliall  meet  my  Princefs  where  I  go, 

And  our  unfpotted  Souls,  in  Blifs  above. 

Will  know each  other,  and  ag^in  will  love. 

Enter  Elvira  alone,  „ 

Thus  far  has  Fortune  waited  on  ray  wiih  5  , 

What  does  my  difeontented  Heart  delire  ? 

I  know  not  what  I  fear,  and  yet  methinks, 

I  tremble  ev’ry  little  noife  I  hear. 

And  aftill  filence  fills  my  Soul  with  horror. 

Bugbear  for  Fools,  call’d  checks  of  Confcience  down, 
i  he  childifh  prejudice  of 'Education  ; 

Fhofe  Heathens  who  were  taught  for  Piety,  *  i 

What  we  efteem  Debauches,  felt  femorfe 
When  they  omitted  their  licentious  Woi  (hip :  ^ 

Shall  fuch  a  turn-coat  Monitor  be  heeded  ? 

Falfe  Babler  peace  ^  be'chear’d  my  fullen  Heart. 

1  ve  heard  foft  Mufick  charms  a  troubled  Mind  ‘ 
afleep,  and  calms  the  rougheft  PalTioils^^ 

Who  waits  there  ?  iing  me  fome  mournful  Song.  ■* 

.  a  S ong  the  G hoFt  of  the  PrincefrifeE 

o^^.  TIioirthink^ft  thy  Crimes  fecure,  becaufe  unknown : 

But,  wretched  Woman,  thou  thy felf  art  Witnefs,  ; 

And  unfuipedted  fiiall  accufe  thyfelf.  •  .  [GhoB  defeends,  . 

Elvira  Mad, 

Furies  and  Hell !  what’s  that  ?  where  am  I  ?  Dead  • 

No,  there’s  too  gentle  Plagues  in.  t’other  WOrld ,  ' 

i  he  Princefs  is  come  back  to  find' worfe  here,. , 
all  to  me^,fhe ’ll  murder,  me.  \ 

that:was  a.Ha0^man’s'voice3vyvill'iie.]^ow  me?  *  ‘ 
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•XfCt  s  fcc^  IS  Murder  printed  in  toy  face  ^  rp  it  ^  ^ 

Ah !  thole  are  killing  eyes-  I’ll  ftare  the  Prince^to“dea®S  ^ 

Look  ho  w  they  flame,  they’ll  burn  him  up  to  alhes 
But  Jgnes  fets  his  heart  and  foul  on  fire  •  ’ 

I’ll  weep  it  out,  I’ll  quench  It  with  my  tears. 

Oh  there  s  a  clatt’ring  Drum  beats  in  rav  Head  • 

H„ll,  ton,  the  God,,  the,’  ftaieep. 

They  drunk  Oyi/fw  when  I  kill’d  the  Prineef  •  ^  ’ 

Say  not  a  word.  I’ll  go  murder  ’em  all 
And  be  Empi  cfs  of  the  Aloon  i  help  me.  Brother 
You  lhall  be  I'bdus,  and  fet  th^  World  on  fire 
df  the  Ghoft  comes  I’ll  Ifab  it  again  ^ 

Wou’d  the  Devil  wou’d  keep  it  to  himfelf  tho : 

I’H  icnd  ^guesto  her,  flie’ll  like  her  company. 

’Twas  a  frightful  fight,  Fm  afraid  file’s  damn’d  • 

Well,  ’twas  a  good  Woman,  I’ll  pray  for  her  foV 
And  then  fire  won’t  haunt  me  j  file’s  there  again 
Wurder,  murder,  murder. 

Awfer  Diego. 

xi,K  'r  “nf’sppy  Pate,  to ferve  two  Mafters 
Whofe  Natures,  and  whofe  Intrefis  difagree  • 

W hint  one  entrults  me  for  the  other’s  ruinc  ’ 

"1  hey  leave  me  not  the  power  of  being  honelt 
Wy  choice  is  only,  which  I  fiiou’d  betray  •  ’ 

Nor  am  I  abfolutely  free  in  that  ’ 

1  ho’  inclination  bends  me  to  Lorlnx-o, 

Yet  Itronger  interell  binds  me  to  Alvars 
Self-prefervation,  Nature’s  univerfal  Law 
Conllrains  me  to  preferve  my  Faith  to  him,’ 

Who  can  at  pleafurc,  crulh  me  into  nothing  • 

So  far  he’as  dipp’d  me  in  his  Villanies 
He  durft  not  let  me  live  Ihou’d  1  turn  honelt. 

And  now  1  mult  continue  that  for  Fear 
I  was  at  firft  for  Gain,  againlt  my  Nature. 

the  Kifig^  Alvaro  W  Anendams, 
fo  Diego.  Tell  Lortnz.o  I  wou’d  fee  his  Prifoncr. 

Ihego.  Sir,  he  is  gone. 

He  went  as  foon  as  he  receiv’d  your  Orders 
K.  What  Orders?  Ifentnone. 

Dieg.  He  Paid  your  Majefty  commanded  him 
To  carry  Agna  to  a  clofer  Pi  ifon. 

Aly.  And  is  Ihe  gone  from  hence  ? 

j’  went  with  Don  Lonnuu 

K.  1  hunder  confound  "'em  both. 

What  think  you  of  his  treachery,  ..4/wro.^ 

Alv.  I’m  at  a  lofs  ;  '' 

It  cou’d  not  probaldy  be  for  himfelf; 

And  yet  Pnji  loath*  to  tMni.  the  Prinee  confented: 


3^  -Agnes  D' Cafira: 

K,  The  Prince!  they  had  not  time  to  give  him  notice. 
Ah,  True) . 

Unlefi  ic  were  contriv’d  before  he  went. 

K.  Then  he  contriv’d  the  Murder  of  his  Wife. 

Ah.  I  fear,  mofi:  certainly,  he  knew  the  other, 

But  he  may  ilill  be  ignorant  of  both  ^ 

Perhaps  Lorenz,o  does  himfelf  love  Agnes. 

K.  No,  no,  he  knew  the  Prince’s  love  too  well,  , 

He  ’as  been  a  trufty  Confident,  no  doubt, 

And  Pimp’d  the  luftful  Couple  to  their  Joys. 

'Send  out  to fearch  mod:  fttidry  through  my  Kingdom,' 
Proclaim  avail:  Reward  for  thofe  fhall  find  ’em. 

Enter  Bianca  hafiily. 

Bia.  to  Ah.  Ah,  my  Lord,  the  fadeft:  News!' 

Ah.  What  can  be  added  to  our  Mifery  ? 

Thy  frighted  looks  vvou’d  fpeak  fo me  dreadful  thing, '- 
Bia.  Alas!  it  is  a  dreadful  thing  indeed, 
takes  the  Prince fs’s  death 
So  much  toheart,  fhe  is  depriv’d  of  Rea  fon  •, 

I  met  her  raving,  like  a  furious  Lion, 

Rob’d  of  her  Young,  Ihe  talks  the  wildefl:  things, 

Of  Murder,  Ghofts,  of  Agnes ^  and  the  Princefs. 

Ah.  Oh  fatal  Day  !  oh  my  unhappy  Sifter  I 
To  what  unheard  of  place  is  Jiiftice  flown. 

For  now  fhe  feems  to  have  deferred  Heav’n? 

K.  Ralh  Man  forbear  prophanely  to  repine. 

Coil’d  Providence  be  guided  by  our  Willies, 

One  day  wou’d  flicw  our  Folly  by  our  Fvuine,^ 

So  ignorant  is  Man  what’s  Good  or  Ill 
Yet  we  ungratefully  complain  of  Heav’n, 

As  Childreii  murmur  at  their  loving  Parents 
For  fnatchingdang’rous  Weapons  from  their  hands.  ' 
Alv,  I  was  to  blame,  be  iny  Surprize  excufe, 

Yet  tho  not  murmur,  I  mnft  morn  her  Fate. 

K.  In  that  i’ll  joyn  with  thee,  and  will  afiift  thee^ ' . 
If  half  my  Revenue  can  bring  her  Cure  : 

'Mean  while  we’ll  meditate  a- juft  Revenge • 

Go  you  to  fee  Elvira.^  whilft  I  order 
Gur  Forces  to  unite,  in  cafe  ftiy  Son 
Shou’d  make  Attempt  to  fave  his  wicked  Friends. 

My  Daughter,  and  your  Sifter,  call  for  Juftice, 

And  they  fhall  foon  have  ample  Satisfadion, 

For  Agnes j  and  Lorenz^o^  both  fhall  die, 

We’U'fhow  our  Pious  Grief,  in  Tears,  and  Bloud. 

Ah.  Y  on  have  made  a  q^uick  difpatch,  Diego  • 

But  where’s  Lorenz.o  f 

Dkg.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  where. 

After  conferring  a  long  time  mtii  Agnes^ 
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Agnes  D' Caffra. 

He  rid  in  liafle,  not  faying  where  he  went. 

j4h,  I  hope  to  plot  for  A^nes^-  with  the  Prince ; 

’Tis  kindly  done,  to  fave  their  Friends  the  labour. 

They  throw  themfcivesinto  the  mouth  of  ruine  , 

And  ihe  that’s  caufe  of  ah  Pnall  have  her  fiiare. 

My  Love  has  giv’n  her  buta  fhort  reprive^ 

When  I  have  reap’d  what  to  my  pa fh on’s  due. 

She  dies  Elvira^  (lie  Ihall  bleed  for  you.  £Exit, 

The  end  of  the  Fourth  Ad. 


ACT  V-.  SCENE  1.  The  Scene  opens. 

Elvira  Ajleep  on  a  Conchy  Bianca  weeping  by  her^  Alvaro  advances* 

The  King  enters  to  him^  and  the  Scene  flmts, 

K.  T  X  THat  hopes  have  the  FhyFtians  of  your  Sifler,, 

VV  If  FleavTi  be  propitious  to  their  care  ? 

Alv-  Sir,  they  can  give  no  certain  judgment  yet, 

She’as  ta’ne  a  dofe  to  make  her  fleep  an  hour. 

Which  may  produce  a  change  to  fix  their  thoughts. 

K.  So  may  our  good  endeavours  prove  fuccesful, 

As  fhe’s  the  juft  Detedour  of  a  Crime, 

Which  cries  aloud  to  Heav’n,  and  if  conceal’d, ' 

Had  pull’d  avenging  Plagues  on  all  our  heads, 

Your  quick  return  gives  hopes  you’ve  news  of  Agnes,  \_Entcr  a  Mt0ng€K 
Mtjf.  May’t  pleafe  your  Majefty,  fhe’s  coming  hither, 

GOnduded  by  the  Prince,  and  Don  Lorenzo 
Alv.  What  fay  yoiid  coming  hither ! 

Mt{f,  Siieis,  my  Lord  •  v;e  had  not  travelled  far"' 

E’re  we  perceiv’d  licr  Chariot  at  a  diftance  ^ 

W e  drove  to  reach  her,  but  before  v;e  couM, 

We  faw  a  body  of  Soldiers  had  approach’d  her. 

Which  feem’d  of  a  confiderable  flrength  • 

Her  Guards  affrighted,  quickly  left  their  charge',  ' 

As  we  fuppofe,  thinking  them  Enemies, 

Sent  by  your  Majefly  to  apprehend  ’em  *, 

And  when  we  found  it  was  the  Prince  had  met  her,.  - 
I  rid  before  to  tell  your  Majefty. 

K,  Dares  he  fo  openly  proted  the  Miirtherefs  \  ■ 

By  this  bafe  ad  he  has  renounc’d  my  Blond, 

And  I  renounce  him,  he'’s  no  more  my  Son. 

Alv.  Coming  attended  in  this  hoftiie  mannerj 
Shows  he’ll  defend  r<er  with  hisutmoft  power. 

K,  He’s  too  far  in  to  flop  at  any  guilt. 

Enter  the  Frince  leading  Agnes,  Lorenzo,  Pedro  and  Guards'. 

K.  A  decent  Sight  is  this  your  Nuptiai-day  ? 

’Tis  well  1  llie  who  has  robb’d  you  of  a  Wife^ 

"  -  '  .  '  Hts 
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Has  giv’n  you  in  return  a  fitter  for  you  ; 

And  vve’il  alliil:  to  lolernnize  yonx  Bridals : 

Guards  feize  ’em.  [_Guards  look  on  one  Another  whoiit  flirrwg^ 

Prin.  You  cannot  be  my  Friends,  if  you  are  Rebels, 

Seize  me,  yonr  King  commands  you, 
yign.  They  kno  w  there  needs  no  Guard  j 
Wc  came  not  (Sir)  to  fiy,  or  to  rel;fl  • 

But  to  declare  my  innocence,  and  beg 
Your  jufiice,  for  the  Mnrclicr  of  the  Princefs, 

Who  at  her  Death,  accus’d  Elvira  of  ir. 

W/t/.  Brand  not  with  fhame,  a  poor  unhappy  Maid, 

Whofe  niifery  you  have  already  caus’d  ^ 

Abs !  file  was  fo  far  from  killing  her, 

1  he  grief  of  it,  has  brought  her  to  de/tradlion. 
jlgn,  Heav’n,  thou  art  juft. 

Lor.  Madam,  cur  Prayers  are  heard- 

K.  What  Prayer  cou’d  you  make,  or  have  accepted  ? 

From  fuch  polluted  hands :  Oh  hardned  Wretch  ! 

How  calmly  fhe  can  talk  of  Hcav’n’s  Juftice, 

As  if  Ihe  had  not  in  a  thought  provok'd  it ! 

Are  Murder  and  Adultery  petty  Crimes? 

Thou  do’it  not  tremble,  fuamelefs  Proflitute. 

Prin,  Ah,  Sir,  forbear,  you  wrong  the  purefl:  Vercu?, 

She  never  gave, 

I  never  ask’d,  the  fmallefJ:  Favour  of  her. 

K.  Perhaps  her  hot  Dehres  prevented  you. 

She  kindly  gave  at  firil  the  greatcll  Favours. 

Yet  you  have  a^k’d,  let  this  convince  you  both,  \Letter, 

This  fhews  the  Correrpondence  you  maintain’d, 

This,  this  Difcov’ry,  coil:  your  VVife  fo  dear. 

Blufh,  if  thou’d  e’re  a  fpark  of  Vertue  left, 

Blufh  at  this  Prologue  to  ConfiantiPs  Mnrder  : 

Prin.  reads,  Agnes,  novo  you  may  reward  my  Lovs^ 

'The  Rebels  favour  he  yon  as  kind  ^ 

J'fitreat  Gonflantia’i  leave  to  go  fi'orn  Courts 
She  knows  ]  lovc^  yon  ufe  that  fair  Pretence ^ 

Say  yon  woiPJ  fly  a  Prince  who  does  Adore  youy 
And  mifafleEhed^  crown  my  longing  Pajflon. 

Steaks^  The  Fallacy’s  as  palpable  as  day, 

Conflantia  heard  not  till  this  fatal  morning 
Of  my  unhappy  Love  ^ 

I  hid  it  both  from  her,  and  from  its  Objef^, 

Till  Chance  difcovei’d  the  tormencing  Secret, 

Since  which,  I  did  not  leave  rny  gen’rous  Princefs 
Till. you  commanded  me  *,  and  all  the  Court 
Know  well,  I  in  that  moment  left  Coimbra^ 
jn  which  I  parted  from  your  M  ajefty. 

How  then  had  1  time  to  frame  this  Le Uer  ? 


— - -  (jtTp-urr'^ 

K.  How  found  you  time  to  frame  your  wicked  Plot  > 
’Twas  neither  with  the  Princefs,  nor  with  me,  ' 

You  cou  d  contrive  the  Murder  of  your  Wife* 

Hell  never  fails  t’afTift,  on  futh  Occafions.  ’ 

P'l in.  Oh  horrid !  is  your  Son  no  better  known  ? 

So  black  an  Accufation  quite  confounds  me. 

.  indeed  my  Son  was  little  known. 

And  oh!  by  much  too  foon  heis  difcovcr’d. 

Grief  of  my  Age,  and  Shame  of  our  great  Race 
Thy  publick  Aftions  plainly  fpeak  the  private  •’ 

What  mov’d  thy  fudden  coming  to  Coimbra  f  '  ’ 

How  cou’d  thy  M  iftrefs  know  of  it  to  meet  thee  ^ 

Or  wou’dft  thou  have  reliev’d  the  Murtherefs 
Unlefs  thou  hadft  confented  to  her  Crime  ?  ’ 

If  tis  by  that  you  judge,  releafe  your  Son, 

And  let  Aivaro  bear  the  Punifhment  • 

me  from  the  Hands  of  Juliice 
All  ftain’d  in  Bloud,  and  Guilty  as  he  thought  ine  •  ’ 

The  Prince  returns  me  back,  tho  Innocent  ’ 

Here  to  be  Try’d,  Condemn’d  or  Free’d  by*You. 

j4lv.  Your  Malice  is  too  obvious  to  be  heeded 
You  found  you  cou’d  not  fix  it  on  ray  Sifter  ’ 

And  now  wou’d  hedge  me  in,  ungrateful  M’aid 
Prin.  Ah,  had  your  cruel  Sifter  no  more  Malice. 

Or  W'ere  her  Soul  but  half  fo  true,  fo  juft. 

She  had  not  been  arraign’d,  or  I  fufpeded. 

Do  notdifown,  what  thoufands  can  atteli, 
ThoIaloneamEvidencefufficient.  ’ 

Sir,  by  your  gen’rous  Bloud  which  fills  my  Veins, 

By  all  thofe  noble  7  hoiights  you  have  inlpir’d. 

By  Honour,  which  is  facred  to  a  Prince, 

And  on  a  Chriftian’s  Faith,  I  (corn  to  lie  j 
Lorenz.0  brought  me  this  moft  doleful  News, 

Who  left  the  injur  d  jignts  Pris’ner  here  * 

And  twas  with  great  Surprizewemrtherfree, 

For  fo  we  thought  her,  till  her  Cries  declar’d 
She  had  but  chang’d  for  worfe  Captivity  i 
Worfe  ftie  efteem’d  it  when  Ihe  learn’d  from  Pedi-o.  > 

She  then  vf  Alvar hated  Povv  Y  ; 

The  fame  he  own  d  to  Hop  the  Soldiers  Fury 
Who  threatned  him  with  Death,  if  he  conce’al’d 
What  he  intended  with  his  mournful  Prize. 

Speak  let  not  fear  of  this  Great  hlanj 
Prevail  oVe  ftronger  Truth. 

Pfi/.  I  can’t  deny  what  I  before  confefs’d,  • 
f  ftole  her  lienee  by  Don  r^lvard*%  Order. 

Mv.  Who’s  fuch  a  Villain  to  betray  his  Truft, 

Dares  for  a  , Bribe  betray  his  Confeience  too, 


Ague  a  ly  Cajlra, 
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And  rtion’ci  not  be  in  Juftice  credited: 

K.  That  fhali  be  more  examined.  Biitj  falfe  Youth, 
You  are  moil  criminal  whilll  you  proteft  ^ 

That  bloiidy  Woman,  Monllerof  her  Kind, 

Whom  all  good  Men  abhor. 

Prif?.  Oh,  may  I  never  have  more  AiTuranee 
Of  future  Blifs,  our  pi  omisM-  Happlnefs, 

Than  1  have  Proofs  Hies  wrongfully  Accus’d,; 

Thh'ik  me  not  blindly  govern’d  by  loy  PalTion, 

For  were  ihe  Guilty,  i’d  dcTpifeand  loath  her, 

Forgive  me.  Sir —  But  when  juRHeav’n  clear  s  her  ^ 

You’ll  blefs,  andPraiie,  that  Loyal,  feemmg  Rebel, 
VVhodntil-,  agaiuR  your  preierve  youf  Verfue. 

/C.  The  Hypocrite  has  learn’t  thelloly  Gant ; 

Be  wicked  openly,  proclaim  your  Trealbn,  '  • 

TThefe  thin  Dirgnifes  can  but  cheat  the.  Vulgar ; 

Own  that  your  Lnft  arms  you  agninft  your  Father, 

“  And  be  at  ^leaft,  a  gen’rous,  bate  fac  (i  Villain. 

Jgri.  Mod  noble  Prince,  you  urge  the  King  coo  far, 

I  asl^for  no  Defence,  but  Innocence ; 

No  Arms,  but  Argument,  but  Truth,  and  Vertiie ; 

If  they’!'  without  eSede  we  raiift  relign, 

.  Death’s  welcomer,  than  Life  with  Infamy. 

Frin.  Too  nice,  too  vent’rous  Maid,  bad  you  accepted 
That  fafe  Retreat,  which  firft  I  olFcVd  you, 

You  had  not  ne.€ded  my  Protedipn  now.  ^ 

Oh  Heavens  !  hadft  thou  rais’d  me  Enemies 
Of  monftrous  Beads,  Armiesof  Men,  or  Devils, 

I  couM  have  met  their  ntmod  Rage  undaunted. 

Secur’d  within  by  fuch  a  righteous  Caufe ; 

But  oh  my  Stars  1  the  facred  name  of  Father, 

Deprives  me  of  the  pow  r  to  reiolve ; 

Great  Deity,  indruedmy  doubtful  Soul, 

Of  centradiaing  Duties,  which  to  chu% 

Or  eife  impute  to  Ignorance  my  Errours. 

Sce?ie  opens  ^  Elvira  wakes  an  departs  af. 

Eh.  Give  me  fome  Air,  grim  Torturers  of  Hell, 
Mind  not  the  Princefs,  fiery  Agnes  rules  her ; 

Look,  look  di^  pours  fcalding  Bloud  upon  me,  ^ 

Take  her  away.  Ha  I  there’s  the  Wiich  my  Rival ^ 
She  runs,  die  runs,  jud  to  the  prince’s  arms ; 

My  Brother  cringes  to  her,  now  he  tears  hei : 

Hai  k  Lucifer^  let’s  fwear  her  Soul  away  : 

Ha, ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  laugh  at  the  Princefs, 

She  fays  Pil  own  myfelf  her  Murderer ; 

Who’ll  be  Fool  then  ?  no  body  faw  it ; 

Afnes  will  become  a  Scaffold  as  well  as  I,  .  -  . 

Alas,  poor  Lady  1  how  fhe  lov’d  the  Princefs, 


-  I  ^  r 


Th’  Idea  of  her  Death,  polTeiTes  her 
So  itrongly,  (he  can  talk  of  nought  but  Murder. 

Eh.  Who  dares  name  Murder?  Ha!  (he  can  tell  Taleg » 

""  Da^gsrfrom  under  her  G6wn  And  Mi  Bianca 
1 11  (lop  her  month ;  this  Prefent  was  for  Jgnes 

But  you  (hall  have  it,  if  yew’il  keep  my  Secret.  ’ 

-Mian.  Oh  fatal  Blow  !  that  Hand  is  skilPd  in  Death. 

K,  Unhappy  Accident,  take  her  away, 

Let  her  be  bound  for  fear  of  further  Mifchief. 

Eh.  Seize  j4gnes  Jay  lor,  feize  her,  (lie’s  in  fault ;  (Ije  U 
If  (he  had  flay’d,  and  not  fneakM  off  f)  ilyly^  '  ^ 

By  this  time  (he  had  been  among  Hobgoblinas 
And  the  Princefs  like  a  Fool  crying  for  her.  * 

It  was  not  I,  (.urll  Hell-hounds,  ’twas  not  1. 

K ,  See  that  her  Wound  he  drefs’d  with  care. 

BUn.  Oh  no  ’i:is  neediofs,-  Heaven  has  feardmiy  F^te, 

And  fl'ow  s  its  JufUce  mo  ft  .remarkably,  * 

In  punifiiing  my  Crimes  by  Jit?r  who  caus’d  ’em  j 
Let  mxC  in  dying  clear'fny  (potted  Soul, 

ByLaving  thofe  wliefeRiiin  I  delign’d  ^ 

Ehira  pi  oniis’d  me  a  great  Reward, 

And  wicked  Avarice  made  me  confent 
'To  wrongfully  Accufe  the  vertUous  Jgne^s. 

Ah  Madam,  can  your  Charity  forgive 
A  tortur’d  Wretch,  fiiffidently  unhappy, 

'By  dreadful  Fears,  and  Stings  of  deep  Reirtorrc-? 

I  do,  as  e’re  I  hopeto  be  forgiv’n. 

Jv.  Proceed  in  thy  amazing  Dedaration, 

And  on  thy  Hopes  of  Heav’n,  fpeak  only  truth. 

Bian.  Alas!  what  can  1  hope  for  by  Deceit : 

Ehira  forg’d  that  Letter  which  you  faw, 

To  mine  Jgnes  in  the  Princefs’e  thoughts ; 

But  apprehending  fliil  her  Brother’s  Marriage,' 

She  plotted  jignesh  Death  to  hinder  it, 

And  ’twas  for  her  that  crud'Blow  was  meant, 

So  fatal  to  tbe  Pi  incefs  in  her  abfence.; 

Which  when  fhe  found,  (he  flrnck  her  owm  vile  ami. 

Enrag’d  againfl  herfelf  for  that  ill  Service, 

Butfoon  was  reconcil’d  to  the  occaliofi 
Of  taking  full -Revenge  on  her  (lie  hated, 

Which  (he  contriv’d  by  that  faife  Accufation, 
in  w'hich  I  aided,  to  ray  (hame,  and  grief. 

K.  What  caus’d  £/wV<^’s  Hate  to  Agnes?  know’ll  thou  ? 

Bian.  Envy,  and  jealoufy.  My  flrength  decays, 

'Lead  micaway,  I  fcarcc  have  b'  eath  cnoiigli 
To  beg  the  Mercy  of  ofended  Heav’n. 

Oh  horrid  Vilions,  of  Fternai  rorments  1 
..iC,  What  pity  ’tis  Man’s  Powt  ihon’d  beXo  vail, 


{They  lead  her  ojj. 


4^  Agnes  If  Cajlral 

And  yet  Ms  Knowledge  bound  in  fuch  ftreight  limits, 

That  what  we  eagerly  purfuc  as  good, 

Oft  proves  the  Mifchief  which  we  moft  wou’d  fliun. 

Oh !  how  am  I  efcap’d  juft  from  the  brink 
OT  that  detelled  Crime,  abominable  Murther ! 

Take  care  to  have  Elvira  clofe  confin’d.  |[Tb  one  of  the  Attend, 

Madam,  yon’r  free,  thank  the  juft  Pow’rs  above.  j^/'o  Agnes, 

My  Son,  with  joy  I  call  thee  Son, 

Come  to  my  arras,  thon  moft  belov’d,  wTong’d  Youth. 

Erin,  My  King,  my  Father,  do  you  then  forgive  me  ? 

Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  my  Difobedience  ? 

K,  The  Caufe  which  you  maintain’d,  excufes  you> 

And  my  Injuftice  cancels  all  your  Faults. 

’Tis  late,  my  Son,  I’ll  leave  you  to  retire, 

,This  Day’s  Fatigue,  and  Grief,  requires  fome  Reft. 

Erin.  Scarce  any  Grief  equals  the  folid  Joy, 

Of  having  fuch  a  good,  fo  kind  a  Father. 

Permit  us  to  attend  your  Majefty. 

{^Exeunt  the  Erince  leading  Agnes  •,  tnrtnet  Alv'aro^ 
Alvaro  Solus.  Bafe  Sychophants !  not  one  remains  with  me, 

Of  all  that  Croud  that  worftiip’d  me  to  day, 

But  fly,  as  if  M  isfortune  were  infedions : 

Yes,  mine  Iliall  be  fo,  more  fatal  than  a  Plague  y 
Difgrac’d,  and  difappointed  in  my  Love, 

Nothing  is  left  for  me  to  court  but  Vengeance, 

Nothing,  that’s  more  then  all  I  am  depriv’d  of : 

The  King’s  Favour  plac’d  me  above  his  Subjeds,. 

Revenge  on  him,  makes  me  above  himfelf. 

Which  I  will  have,  if  I  am  ftill  Alvaro  • 

As  that  alone  the  King  Ihou’d  fear  me  more. 

Then  when  he  fet  me  neareft  to  the  Throne, 

For  Defparatioii’s  bolder  than  Ambition. 

My  Rival  is  the  Pillar  of  the  Nation, 

That  fall’n,  nothing  can  fupport  the  Fabrick  y 
1  know  they  all  rejoy  ce  at  my  Difgrace, 

And  therefore  they  fliall  all  lament  with  me  y 

It  muft  be  thought  of- - 

The  Prince,  with  Agnes  will  return  this  way,. 

I  think  I  hear  ’em,  i’ll  obferve  the  Lovers, 
perhaps  dwill  contribute  to  my  Defigns  ^ 

No  other  way  wou’d  exalt  my  Name, 

Let  Univerfal  Ruine  give  me  Fame. 

Enter  the  Prince  and  Agnes. 

Brin..  The  bu  iinefs  of  my  life  lhall  be  to  ferve  you,J 
Ibave  done  nothing  yet  deferves  your  thanks. 

Agn-  The  only  Heav’n  cou’d  clear  my  innoceftcej 
lam  indebted  much  to  your  endeavours* 


Alvaro  ^fde  to 


That  Majefty  fo  awful,  yet  ferene. 

That  calm,  unfnaken  Conftancy  of  Mind, 

Shows  Verciie  in  its  heighth,  grown  to  a  habit^' 

So  perfedly  Self-evident  in  you, 

’Tisas  abfurd  to  doubt  your  Innocence,  .  , , 

As  ’twere  to  qiieftion  if  the  Sun  gives  light  \ 

But  there  are  Adieifts,  tho  the  Deity  * 

Is  vifibly  exprefs’d,  in  all  his  Works. 

j^gn.  Oh  that  malicious  Scandals  rais’d  of  us, 

Were  no  more  prejudicial  than  to  Heav’n, 

In  the  Converfion  of  an  Infidel, 

The  Being  he  Prophai^’’d‘i8  Glorify’d, 

But  tho  wc  prove  an  Accufation  falfe, 

To  us  ’tis  Shameful  to  have  been  fufpeded,  “ 

That’s  a  Difhonour  not  to  be  repair’d, 

A  fulli’d  Fame  no  Art  can  throughly  clear  j 
But  to  avoid  occafions  of  Reproach, 

I’ll  fly,  from  hence,  back  to  my  Native  Country, 

Spain  will  not  hear  perhaps  of  my  Difgrace. 

Prin,  Where  e’re  you  take  your  flight,  it  will  proclaim 
The  ftrange  Barbarity  of  Portngal  • 

We  (hall  bec®me  a  Proverb  to  our  Neighbours, 

T’exprefs  the  moll:  unhofpitable  Ufage  • 

But  ’tis  no  matter,  this  ungrateful  Court 
Is  moil  unworthy  your  Confideration. 

Jgn,  It’s  Prince’s  Generofity  attones 
For  ail  they  did,  or  all  they  meant  againfl:  me^ 

Prin.  Such  are  the  grofs  Affronts  you  have  receiv’d, 

1  fcarce  dare  ask  fo  great  a  BleiTing  for  us 
As  your  continuing  here  •  but  if  I’ve  done 
What  Honour,  or  what  juftice  did  require, 

If  I  have  fhow’d  your  Merit  juftefleem, 

Ov  IPConflantia  e’rc  deferv'd  from  you, 

X)o  not  defert,  a  place  fiie  lov’d  fo  well. 

Be  gen’rous  like  ycurfeif,  forgive  your  Wrongs^' 

They  need  no  Pardon,  whodeflgnnotlll  - 
My  Wrongs  were  by  miflake,  on  well-built  grounds, 

And  ’twere  as  great  In juftice  to  revenge  ’em, 

As’twou’d  be  vain  to  think  of  doing  it. 

By  taking  fiich  a  worthlefs  Trifle  from  ’em : 

But,  Sir,  my  Friends  in  Spain  will  now  exped  me  i 
Unwillingly  they  fnffer’d  me  to  leave  ’em. 

When  no  intreaties  cou’d  difwade  me  from  it. 

So  much  my  Princefs  was  more  dear  to  me. 

Than  Kindred,  Country,  or  what  elfe  I  valu’^: 

Nov\^  flie  is  loll,  what  fhou’d  retain  me  here? 

Where  I  can  meet  with  nought  but  Shame  and  Grie^ 

All  1  forefee  makes  my  Departure  needfn’, 

G  S 
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[find  no  grounds  to  faiie  thekafl  Debate. 

Frin.  Does  not  a  Prince’s  Life  defervc  your  care 
Ah  cruel  Virgin  !  liow  you  rack  my  Breaft  ! 

What  Conftancy  is  proof  againft  this  Try.ali 
My  Rcfolution  to  fnpprefs  my  Flame,. , 

Is  ioff,  is  vanifli’d,  I  can  hold  no  longer ; 

By  Heav’n  if  you  purfue  your  rigorous  Pnrpofe,' 

You  kill  a  Wretch,  who  loves  you,  who  adores  you.  , 

j^gn.  How  Juflly  wouVi'the  World  condemn  my  Condu^H:^, . 

^f  I  ftiou’d  ftay  after  this  Declaration?  j 
Frin.  iV,y  Fear,  has  only  made  my  Ruine  fuerer,' 

And  all  I  gain,  is  but  to  Fall  unpity’d  y 

Sq Slaves  cornpcll’d  by  Torments,  own  their  Crimesj> 

For  which  their  fentenc’d  to  more  rigid  Pains., 

But  my  Offence  was  only  in  confeffing^ 

Why  will  you  punifh  what  you  forc’d  me  to, 

You  tortur’d  me,  you  tore  the  Secret  frbm  me.  . 

Unhappy  Creature !  v/hat  I  tlionght  fhou’d  hinder,^. ,, 

Precipitates  the  very  Ill  1  fear’d. 

Butoh,  no  more  of  this  ill-tim’d  Difcoiirfe ; 

Ah  !  is  it  thus  w  e  rnou’d  lament  the  Princefs  ? 

Frin,  No,  dear  ConjlamU.^  (he  upbraids  me  juflly,  ,, 

Thy  Love  deferv’d  eternal  Gratitude,  - 
Tny  Vertiie  Ihou’d  for  ever  be  remembred  ^ 

All  thefe  Complaints,  and  Sighs  of  Love,  for  Agnes 
Shou’d  burjl  in  Tears  of  lailing  Grief  for  thee. 

I’ve  judg’d,  I  have.condema’d  my  fdf  already, . , 

And  willingly  falimic  to  your  Decree ;  -  LTq  Agues, . 

You  can  eifedually  revenge  the  Princefs. '> 

Go,  Madam,  I  deferve  theTarOieft  Ufage  ; 

Go,  tho  your  Cruelty  will  give  me  Death,  ^ 

Go  boafl,  that  tho  you  knew  my  Love  .to  you,  - 
Stronger  than  Reafon,  Honour,.,  or  rny  Vevtue, 

Yet  your  impartial  juil'ice  was  not  Brib’d, 

T o  fave  a  perjur’d ,  and  ungrateful  Man. 

Agnsj  Farcv^elj  fgrewel  to  you,  and  Life,  ^ 

Pot*  1  will  lofe  thole  Bleffiags  both  at  once  *,  , 

No  fooner  (hall  you  leave  this  hateful  place. 

Than  you  diail  hear  your  Lover  is  no  more.  ^ 

Agn,  Oh!  how  his  Wm'ds  prevail  upon  my  Hearty  .  ZToherfeIf.g 
It  melts,  ’twill  yield  I  fear,  v/hy  fhoii’d  it  not,  ^ 

5hpu’d  he  who  for  my  Freedom,  Fame,  and  Life^ 

Expos’d  his  own,  receive  his  Death  from  me  ? 

Is  treating  thus  the  Man  my  Princefs  lov’d, 

The.' way  to  pay  her  Memory  refpe^?. 

And  do  1  thus,  ol^ey  her  dying  Charge  ? • 

Brave  Prince,,  if  1  have  PowT  ypu  raofE  not  ^ 
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^^nes  D  Lajtra, 

For  nothing  but  a  Name,  a  puff  of  Breath, 

What  tho  my  Honour  iye  at  Stake  I’ll  ftay  •  < 

Yet  let  convenient  Decency  be  kept, 
i  mull  not,  dare  not,  entertain  your  PafRon^ 

Prin,  Oh  no,  this  Condcfcention  is  enough^  - 
Great  as  I  wiOi’d,  beyond  my  Expectation, 

By  all  your  goodnefs  I’ll  conceal  my  flame, 

Till  you  yourfclf,  fhall  licenfe  it  to  blaze ; 

But  then  —  (Oh  'do  not  give  me  this  repreivc,  • 

Only  t’encreafe  the  Fear,  and  pain  of  Death, 

Then)  may  1  hope,  you’ll  not  difdain  my  Love» 

^gn.  Your  Birth,  requires  Refped  from  all  the  Wcrld^  ‘ 

Your  Vertue,  more  commands  our  Admiration,. 

And  what  I  owe  particularly  to  you, 

Woii’d  make  Difdain'moft  unexcufable* ' 

Pm  not  ingratefnl,  nor  infen fible. 

My  Heart  refented  deeply  all  you  feit,‘ 

You  peirc’d  my  Soul,  with  your  Complaints  and  Sighs-i' 

But  I  Ihou’d  hicle  my  tender  Virgin-frailty, 

Youfearch  too  far,  andT  have  fhov/n  too  much. 

Prin,  No,  for  I  never  fliall  abufe  your  favour.^ 

Your  Mercy  fliall  not  make  your  Slave  prefume,.  - 
But  whilit  i’m  ty’d  to  Rules,  by  Vows  con fln’d, 

Some  bolder,  happier  Man,  not  awM  ILke me, 

May  fnatch  that^dovely  Prize  !  dare  not  claim,’ 

#  9  And  I  mulh  ioie  'you,  without  murmuring. 

Jgn,  I  reverence  nly  dear  dead  Princefs  more,  ' 

Than  yet  to  think  of  ought  that  looks  like  joy, 

Of  Marriage,' Love,  or  any  thing  but  Grief  : 

To  her  I’ll  confecrat-e  my  tender  Thoughts, 

Nor  dare  to  think  of  you,  but  for  her  fake. 

Nothing  is  to  be  fear’d  fave  Violence, 

I  dread  the  bafe  Alvaro^  more  than  Death. 

Prin,  The  watchful  Dragon  guarded  not  the  Fruit', 

Vv^irh  half  that  Care  with  which  Pli  keep  my  Love  ; 

Alvaro  (hall  not  dare  to  look  on  her. 

Alv,  By  Lwf/rr  he’s  much  to  be  lamented  •  • 

Gods !  do  I  tamely  ftaiid  and  hear  all  this ! 

Alvario  behind  draws  his  Sword^  and  is  rmhng  at  the  Trlnt::^ 
Agnes  fljrkks^  the  Prince  turning  about ^  and  ajjdd 

to  avoid  the  Blow y  it  pajfes  to  Agntis.  . 

Frin,  Oh  treacherous  Villain  !  quickly  call  for  help  *,  ’  T Prince  draw 
Stay  favage  Tray  tor,  flay  for  my  Revenge  ,  {he  and  AUnro  fights^ 
But  what’s  his  Life,  how  poor  a  Satisfaction,  QAiyaro'  wenrAed: 
For  fuch  a  lofs,  fo  irreparable. 

This  Jewel,  of  ineftimable  Value !  '  . 


Alv^  If  yem  wouM  be  Reveng’d^  conceal  your  Gnciy 
^ba-ve  not  lofc-  mf  Aim  whllft-fou  • 


Netp  ?Iays  Printed  for  U.  Rodes,  R.  Parker,  and 
S.  Brifcoe. 
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I^^Ock  Marriage,  ^  Comedy.  Written  by  Mr.  'Scm, 

Marriage  Hater  MatchM,  a  Comedy.  By  Mi\  Barfiy, 

She  Ventures  and  he  Wins.  .-By  a  Lady. 

,  Fynhfis^  a  Tragedy.  By  Mr.  Hopkms, 

The  Third  Part  of  Von  Qjuxotj  with  the  Sengs  fet  to  Mufick.  By  Mr. 
Fur  felly  Mr.  EcclcsyV)i\  Blocoy  ^wCoHYtivilf  Mr.  Aykerwood^  and  other 
Eminent  Matters. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

T Hitt  famous  Fowdevy  calPdy  Arcanum 'Magnum,  formerly  prepared  by 
the  learned  Riverius,  Fhyjitian  regent  to  r/?e  French  King  •  and  appro-- 
^ed  by  mofi  Perfons  of  Qjudity  in  Europe,  for  prejerving  and  beautifying  the 
Face  even  to  old  jige it  Cures  old  Agty  Morphew  •  it  prevents  and  takes  a^ 
way  fiperfiaous  Hair  growing  on  the  Face  y  it  adds  more  Lufire  and  Beaptty  thaw 
any  Powder  or  Wafs  knowny  as  many, Per fons  of  QufMty  can  tefiife  that  ufeM 
with  the  greatePi  Approbation.  IPs  prepared  only  by].  H^Voflor  in  Phyfek,^ 
in  Grcat-Knight'Rider-llrect,  Dodors-Commons-gate,  a  Blcvv- 
ball  being  cjvcr  the  Door  ^  where  it  maybe  had  for  2%.  ^  d.  the  Papery  with 
Direfliom  for  its  ufe. 
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